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PREFACE 


Fbom childhood, the favoriteirccreation of the Author 
has been the perusal of oiu: 1>cst English Poets; and 
he has occasionally at the close of a day of tedious 
mental toil, found* a pleasant reaction in penning a few 
^ lines on such subjects as may have occurred to him. 

He does not, for one moment, presume to suppose 
that his attempts will place him even in the lowest 
rank of the gifted ‘Children of song,’ but he does -venture 
to hope that in the lines on Lucknow, the indulgent 
reader will overlook the shortcomings of the writer, in 
the interest which must ever attach to his theme, re¬ 
ferring as it does to one of the most glorious and 
thrilling passages in the annala'Cf our country. 

He begs to offer his sincere and grateful thanks to 
those of the Nobility, Clergy, and Gentry, who have 
honored his humble efforts with thejr patronage; to 
all his Subscribers indmdually, for their kind aid in 
enabling him to place his little work before the public; 
and especially to Lady Havelock, for her condescen¬ 
sion in allowing him to dedicate it to the immortal 
memory of her beloved husband. 

Free School^ 

Great Baddotv^ 1858. 
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A. delivered in the IlaU of the Ohehneford Zdierary 
Imtituiion^ March IQthf 1858. 


OFIiaiONS OF THE FBESS. 

“ The Pi»om in blank verso, entitled “ Lucknow,*' described 
in graphic and lofty language, tlio siege of the Residency, and * 
its relief, the massacre of Cawnporo, and the death of the noble 
HavK-LoeK, with various of the intervening incidents, which 
have BO painfully kept alive the attention of the public, during 
the feaiful Indian struggle. As well as a poem, it was a com¬ 
plete historical picture, faithfully painted iu striking colours, of 
this part of the war." - ^ 

C/irlmaford Chronide^ March 19th. 
Em^ Herald, March 23rd. 

* 

“ Many lines and passages iinprcssd ns witli the harmony and 
well set diction, which characterize gcnuii^ Poetry. 

Es'>ex Gazette, March 19tb.'* 


* 

■ “The remarkable incidents of that never-to-be-forgotten 
siege are pourtrayed in a manner which must go home to the 
heart of Englishman.’' , 

Standard, March 19th. 


THE LIFE-BOAT. 

‘‘An exceedingly pathetic original piece.” 

Chehmford Chronicle, 
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THE 


RELIEF OF LUCKNOW : 

A POEM, IN 3 OANTOS. 

SntroIifttction4 

sat in cloistered shade, when Summer shed 
Her evening stillness round; save where the bro(ik 
Gurgled, and leapt, and babbled; or where far 
The tinkling sheep-bell marked the flock’s repose. 
In such an hour, beneath the azure vault, 

^ Whence Cynthia bathed in flood of silver light, 
Hamlet, and tower, and tree, and mead, I sat 5 
While burning visions of the troubled East 
My spirit stirred:—^thcrc, death and murd’rous 
strife 

Malignant stalked; there, ruthless traitors poured 
Red desolation on that golden land, * 

And with defiant truculence, provoked 
Britannia’s wrath;—^therc, wreaked a rebel host 
Vindictive fury on her bravest sons; 



% INTRODUCTION. 


Her daughters fell with foul indignity. 

Or hourly held their life on trembling thread; 
And infant innocence no refuge found 
From the wild tortures of barbarian hate. 

As thus I mused, a vehement desire 
Within me rose, to celebrate in song, 

The daring exploits of that w’arrior band. 

Who, dauntless, rushed impetuous to aid 
A leaguered city, near the Ganges’ source,— 
Ujj|hold their Country's Standard, vindicate their 
race. 


Alas! her chords to such high theme, my harp 
Failed to attune; when o’er my, grieving soul, 

As dreamy slumber crept,.before.me stood 
A being of proud step and lofty mien, 

Crowned with immortal amaranth, ahd borne 
Oil wings of radiant light; her girdle gleamed » 
With carbuncles and emeralds, inscribed 
With names of mighty worth; and in her hand 
An ancient lyre; she touched the dulcet strings 


In soft harmonious prelude,—thus she san 


Of Britons, who, hy Indus as of old. 


Triumphant through all peril bore’ the Cross and 


8 word. 



^C|e llelief rf ITucfeMto. 

CANTO I. 

. THE NIGHT BEFORE THE RELIEF— 
WHAT THE SPIRIT Oi^FAME §AW AT LLCXNOW, 

I AM the Spirit of Fame: it is my wont 
To wander o’er this habitable sphere 
Unseen, and chronicle the deeds of men;— 

My mission (from the I’owcr that hath ordained, 
And still supports, in wondrous harmony. 

All nature,) to record,- in truthful strains. 

The good and ill; that generations yet 
’^Unborn, may learn, from my examples given, 
Whai things emulate and what avoid. 
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It chanced^ that as Iroamed ^mid earth and sky;^ 
A sister spirit met me ^ my way^ 

And^ after mutual salutations passed^ 

Addressed me thus:—^^‘Why laggest thou? Behold! • 
In Northern Ind’ upon the Goomtee’s stream/ 

A band of heroes hold against a host^ 

In desperate fights a solitary fort, 

Lucknow.—Hasten then, sister, hasten, lest 
The mighty deeds of honorable men 
Be lost to lofty song." On this, I spread 
My aerial wings, and with redoubled speed. 

In expectation high, renewed my flight,— 

Reached the far goal, and now the scene relate. 

« 

I saw amid the darksome gloom of night, 

A mass of dusky forms, fiendish and fierce;— 
Some horrid joy illumed each lineament, 

Displayed their savage mood,—each gleaming eye 
Shot glances of unutterable hate. 

Sparks of the living fire that raged within; 

And in their words, deep oaths of vengeful ire 
Mingled, with scornful jests, and bitter threats 
Of unheard tortures; such as well might call 
A maiden^s blush, e’en upon manhood’s cheek. 
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Ferocious tigers in the fUm of man^ 

They circled thousands strong; imprisoned fast 
Within a narrow space^ ill-fortified^ 

(Except by resolute and faithful hearts,) 

A few brave souls, whom, in the. open field. 

They durst not combat, e’en on equal terms. 

They boasted in unearthly merriment, 

And lewd reviling songs, the Briton’s plight; 

For that encumbered in his lair, with babes. 

And gentle womanhood, he durst not force 
His dangerous path, lest these should fall a prey* 


With sympathy inflamed, and curious too. 

To apprehend what mighty motive power 
Could influence endurance ’gainst such odds; 

My post of observation changed, and o’er 
The fort, awhile, hovered on lambent wing. 

Small were its limits, and its forces small; 

Too |rue their foeman’s boast, for infancy, 

With wives and maidens, numbered more'than halt 
The garrison.—In admiration lost. 

And while 1 wondered, 1 beheld a group 
Of soldiers on the blood-stained battlements. 
Engaged in earnest converse; drawing near. 
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With eager haste^ reiipined^ invisible, 

Listening to their discourse ; which I repeat. 

Cast in no ordinary mould were the}^, 

For on the brow was seen that glorious seal. 

The stamp of Freedom—here the fiery Celt, 

The cool (not braver) Saxon, with his friend 
Of darker native hue, pre-eminent 
In honor, truth, untainted loyalty. 

Stood, knit in brotherhood of d»igerous toil, 
Erect and bold of mien; in manly grace. 

Such as fair woman loves to look upon; 

But pale and worn with long solicitude, 

And weary watching,—Night and day, with firm 
Untiring zeal, had manned the gaping breach. 

Or tottering barrier;—^had driven back 
With fearful loss the baffled enemy. 

And as I gazed, mine eyes wept pitying tears ; 
(For spirits sympathize with mortal woes.) 

And for a space 1 wished for human form, . 

To rank among the brave defenders there. 

* 

First the Mc’Gregor, a bold warrior he. 
From the far north of Scotia’s rugged shore: 
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Alas! no tidings^—still the promised aid 
Delays its advent. Can it be^ that men, 
That'helpless women, guiltless l^bes, must fall 
Beneath the power of fetches such as these 
That know no mercy ?—Oh! forbid it Heaven! 
Could one man’s life suffice^ 1 gladly here 
Would lay mine down, a willing sacrifice 
,To save the rest j^-rto whom in quick reply. 
Another bom in southern Britain:—thus;— 
‘^^fhere spake the soldier and the man; and so 
Would every one within these leaguered walls: 

Courage, brave comrade ! Heaven will ne’er desert 

^ ¥ 

The trusting heart in time of utmost need. 

The bold yet cautious Havelock marches oh 
To aid, contesting inch by inch: nine times, 

(’Tis said,) already, he hath met in arms, 

These murderers whose c^iven breasts could plan 
And execute atrocious villanies. 

Unknown before. As oft, in sudden rout. 

Hath that brave General, though small his force. 
Taught them this lesson:—that they cannot cope 
With outraged manhood, and with Bri^h steel.” 
x\gain Mc’GnEGOB, answering, replieeff— 

Nay i think not, brother, I repine or grieve, 

My heart is true as needle to the pole; 
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fTis the result X fear, but not for til; 

For we are wedded to an exigence 
That brings us speedy transit to a tomb, 

Or living honor. But for these poor lambs. 

Were we to excavate the solid earth, 

* 

And bury deep within some cavern wide 
The whole for 8afety,^-^ur antagonists 
Some new device would find to injure them, 

And baulk our best precautions;—hospital. 

Nor innermost recess avail us now ^ 

The sick, the wounded, on their pallets lie, 
Receive their death-stroke from the fatal ball, 
Unhclped. Oh 1 for a single fleeting hour. 
Unmanacled, to muster all our strength. 

With some bold piper in the van,—and charge! ” 

Stay! comrade, stif !" the other inter|)osed, 
"It may not be; remember; ’tis the bent 
Of the true soldier’s duty to remain 
Wherever that duty calls him. We have borne 
Unmurmuring, famished, but unconquered yet, 
Whate’esjjliur foes devise. Our eyes have seen 
Rpisodes unexampled.—^Where are they. 

Our first two leaders ? In yon homely grave: 
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Beside their bones^ lie the fair maid^ the child, 

^ And many a gallant soldier. Thrice have we 
The fierce assaulffrepelled; with counter-mine 
Met all their subterranean designs. 

Wfeere our frail bulwarks trembled,—in the gap 
Oui'men have stood triumphant. Where the mine 
Hath burst our outworks, officers have wrought » 
Continuous, as men of low estate ; 

Civilians here with martial ardour fired. 

Have outstripped veterans of ancient date. 

And learned the art of war. Be patient then; 
What, though some traitors have betrayed their 
trust, 

Our native troops within are doubly true, 

And unsurpassed in honest loyalty; 

Their fealty unshaken. * Thou hast heard 
The mild expostulation, promise, threat, 

And rich reward proposed to them in vain. 

What, though/)ur friends be beaten back awhile, 
They will not fail, but reinforced, hold on.” 

I 

l mu- - -- . - - 

■ * The native, troops were so near the .enemy, that conver- 

! * sation could be carried on between them; and^overy effort, 
persuasion, promise, and threat was alternately ros9rted to, in 
vaioi to scdace them from tlieir allegiance to the handful of 
Kuropeaus, who in all probability would have been sacrificed 
by their desertion .—of Brigadier JngUs. 


r 
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To whom a son of Green Juverna’s Isle;— 

" I know our country never doth betray 
Even the alien>—that she will iferve 
Her utmost to the task to aid her own^ 

I dare not doubt^—nor that she will avenge,— | 

But the broad sea divides. Our shattered wftUs, 

« Ruined defences, and dismantled guns, 

With our exposed and decimated ranks 
Cannot avert the dire catastrophe; 

But yet ^tis sweet, how sareet to feel within, 

That through the melancholy phases of our case. 
No cloud hath intervened to dim the sun 
Of true devotion " While they thus communed, 

A being of a gentler sort approached; 

Of carriage delicate—a modest air 
Of wistful sadness o’er her sinking frame. 

Told eloquently of deep suffering 

And withering mental anguish; such as none 

But minds of noblest essence bear iinwarped: ^ 

She spake in low melodious accents, like 

(More than to Earthly music,) to the sighs 

That breathe from Nymphs of the Arcadian groves. 

Forgive fee, soldiers! I w'ould not intrude! 

Nor is it, perhaps a fitting time to come 
Among you thus; but rank avails not now, 


I 
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Such times destroy its caste and level all. 

Sent by our matrons^ 1 demand a boon 

Of BHtish warriors. In that far-off land, 

Our island homo, where many a peaceful hall, ' 

With youthful hours of joy and blessedness. 

Or quiet cottage, stiU in fondest chain 

^Of sweet remembrances, clings round the soul 

Amid our present horrors; there has each 

Soiiie female tie; some mother’s, si^tei^s love— 

A wife, a daughter, or some dear one still. 

The hope of future years: full well to you 

Is known the fate of woman at Cawnpore; 

And that within, are many silch as 1: 

Say, will ye yield to such a doom, the weak 

Who trust in you for safety and defence ? ’’ 

« ^ 

With honest pride the Scotsman:—" Lady, No! 
We never will; but yet 1 may not liide 
Elven from thee, the sad o’ervyhelming tmtli 
That we are overtasked. Our crafty foes. 

Like a full sw^arm of bees in summer noon. 

Crowd round in gathering thousands; vvliile, alas! 
We are but few: whht men can do, we will; - 
But overpowered, what.ca^ toe do but die f 



Thou knowest, Lady^ well, the history 
Of this dark era—how this mutiny. 

Base, treacherous, and ruthless as it is, * 
Burst on us unprepared, almost unarmed, 

As some huge avalanche. Thou knowe|t, too, 
What deep privations we have undergone 
Through these long months, in this our citadel. 
Hastily fortified, and garnished ill 
With means of bare subsistence. Oft have we 
! By vigorous sally, snatched the Staff ^ Life 
In hasty warfare, from the close embrace 
Of sudden death—^here lie beneath the sod 
Our slain, with gallant soldiers, stricken down 
In^^rime of manhood, by grim pestilence; 

Peace to their souls! they died firm at their posts. 
Ripe in heroic glory—^here, too, lie * 

The fearless Banks, who died a warrior’s death; 
The noble Lawrence, in his winding-sheet 
Of blood; yea, he was truly great and good,— 
His heart refined gold—^the steadfast friend 
Of lonely orphans. Noble warrior! 

1 W^ise in council! Zealous philanthropist! 

I iOf all his substance, largely ministered 
i Tcfteed the hitngry, clothe the naked poor, 

I And speed the everlasting •Gospel through 
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This wilderness of strange idolatry: 

A public benefactor—privately 
Full of benevolence and charity 
Unfeigned, to all bis species—^but for him. 

His prudent foresight, and bis watchful care 
To apprehend each quick emergency 
Of this long siege, Lucknow had fall’n at once: 
His soldiers loved him as their^sire, and wept 
Like infants round his bier 1 Brave Inglis^ too. 
Is worthy of his mantle,—doubt it not, * 

His lion-heart will never bid the men 
He leads, surrender: long ere now had we, 

But for the hapless gentle ones we guard^ ^ 
Left our frail covert, and with banners spread. 
Cut a swift path to victory or the tomb! 


I 


To whom the Lady, thus, with flushing cheek:— 
" Undaunted men, bold sons of Britain’s isle! 

^ I knew it well; think not my leeble sex 
Shall wanting be in the dark flnal hour; 

To us, hath been alike our common share 
In this calamity. Yet all have borne 
Reliant;—where the wounded lay, and sick, 

Our part hath been to wait With patient care. 
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And pour sweet balm of consolation in 
Their ears who bled for us; to watch and soothe 
The d 3 ring soldier in the closing scene^ 

And mitijgate his pains;—should perils rise 
0 More perilous, then, side by side, in arms 

With weapons our frail hands can use, we^ll stand 
With our protectors, till hewn down, we fall; 

' In night of dull oblivion, yet escapp 
Dishonor to our race and womanhood. 

ii 

Ay, rather point the muzzles of your giuis 
Againsf our breasts—an honorable death— 

Than live to deck their brutal victory! ” 

i # 

I 

I 

I 

While yet she spake,—I marked his noble mien— 
j A veteran upon whose countenance, 
i Sunburnt and wepthcr-beaten,—warlike scars 
Of many hard fought battles told, and fierce 
Encountera in Crimean war; poised high 
I His glittering sword, his helmet doffed the while, 

I * 

And thus harangued: —Friends ! Brothers ! 
Countrymen'! 

I Listen, and give attent unto my words,— 

I The British Lion never hath been wont 
! * * 

I To humble: Alina’s heights, and Inkerman, 
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And Balaclava^s strife uphold his fame^ 

Within the memory of the youngest here. 

No dastard pen^ (though many such there be^) 
Shall write him conqueied.—^No! if slain^ he dies 
Untamed^ and hurls destruction on hi^foes; 

Hear me, then, for I swear and register 
My solemn vow, that if the aid comes not. 

So long deferredf and hoped—when all is lost, 
This firm right hand shall fire the magazine ; 
Man, woman, child, in common ruin crushed; 

No trophy left to glut these savages 
But mouldering bones and ashes.—England will 
Requite our memoiy^, and thank our dust 
That we were faithful to her honor; nor 
Betrayed our birthright, and her solemn trust! ” 


A short acclaim—not loud—but earnest, deep. 
Echoed the warrior’s oath, and sealed his vow. 

I Still wondering more, and wishing much to view 
* The indomitable leader, who, in spite 
Of force, or fraud, or famine, still maintained 
His own thus gallantly 5 I wandered on, 
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And found him; how shall I depict him best ^ 
Among bold men, the boldest; ’mong the brave. 
The bravest there. Stem Valour had baptized' 
And nursed him as her With eagle eye 
He scanned the ramparts, marking well in time 
Each weakened point; affording quickly tiiere 
The necessary help. Among his^men. 

Illustrious example of great deeds, 

* Unyielding patience, courage, high resolve; 
Inflexible in purpose, undismayed 
By common ills or adverse chance of war. 

He moved ubiquitous;—the Master mind. 

The Genius of the storm that raged around. 
Inspiring confidence, and peace, and hope: 

«His visage calm, no trace of fear betrayed; 
Though anxious thought, and oft, perchance, a 
shade 

Of sorrow flitted o’er, for those who fell; 

Had Britain asked Dame Nathre to produce 
A model hero,—^he the type had been. 


Hard was their lot, the appointed day had past. 
And yet no tidings came. The lowering sky 
With midnight clouds was dark; no moon, no 
stars; 
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And all was dark above^ below; save where 
The flickering torch, or watchfire^s fitful blaze 
jj^pyealed the darkness of the sombre scene. 

The rippling river moaned its murmurs by 
In doleful cadence. On the foetid air, 

I^oxious from putrid cdrses, wailed the howl 
Of the Impatient jackall. High aloft 
'fhe screaming vulture soared,—with dismal note. 
Flapping her greedy pinions. Once again 
The bugle called to arms; and through the gloom * 
Full many a weary eye looked out, but looked 
In vain; and many an ear with anxious list 
Attent, listened, but caught no welcome sound 
Of the relieving columns. Night wanes on. 

Black herald of approaching doom,—beneath 
Her canopy, the foe, implacable, 

Works on at the destructive mine, and hopes 
To usher in with the returning dawn, 

A sad to-morrow; while from those within, 
Unceasing, ardent aspirations rise 
To Him, the God of battles, that His arm 
May fight for them •,—that cry ut not ^7lh€ard! 


END OF CANTO FIRST* 



®|t ll'elief «f I^HcIutoto. 
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TUB ASS AC UK—^TIIK MAllClI OI? THK 


RKLIEVERS. 


Cawxpoue! Cawnpore! tliou sc^pne oftrcaeliery 
And blood; detested synouym4J of all 
'I'hut’a horrible and base; thy name shall be 
To all rcmote.st a^^es thrice accursed! 
iVJike, the melancholy sepulchre 
Of beauty and of honorable men. 

Cut off by the remorseless, perjured 
In wliom, jilas ! ye in good faith I 

Yet o’er thv times shall Christian ehurilv 
Uprear the peaceful bani^ of the (hoss, 

Emldcm of mild forgiveness;—and thy stivets 
Rc-ccho with Ilis name, The t^rucified.’^ 
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The records of the Indian mutiny 
Are known to all; I need not heve recount 
Particulars^ save in such general terms 
As best befit theme. Throu^out Bengal 
A wild conspiracy had spread abroad. 

But secretly contrived, with much of art. 

To massacre the ruling race; restore 
The ancient despotismthe dark Sepoy, 

Trained well in European discipline, 

Too willing instrument. Mohammed^ 

And Brahmin both in wicked compact^ined 
To exedite the scheme. Far o’er the land 
Burst suddenly in startling violence 
The flames of revolution and fierca war- 
England’s munitidhs—turned against herself 5 — 
Red conflagrations, murders, rapine, woe. 

Terrible tortures,* horrid acts of gross 
Indecent hate, that modest well-bred men 
Dare scarcely whisp^Nir in their midnight dreams, 

f 

* * Th^re are eospiQ persons to affect an entire dis- 

'belicf ill the talw^ atrocities reported to have been perpetrated 
by ih&^genUa AsmiCt not only on disarmed men, but also on 
helpless women and innocoi|||phildren. I hhve no doubt that 
by some process of roasonin^^ieculiar to themselves, the Same 
amiable individuals will in due thne, arrive at the conclusion 
that there has not a serious outbreak in India at all 
nothing more than a few riots, &c.^; unfortunately for these 
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I Were peipetrated by the^swartby sons 
Of the hot tropic, in their maddened rage. 

No sex, no age was spared. Thfe British, few. 
Attacked in solitary garrisons, 

Rushed to their ramparts—stood like lions at bay— 
Where scattered through the land, remote from 
aid. 

Upheld the old hereditary fame. 

The prestige of their country;—rallied round 
Some le^ljpr, oft of lowly rank, unknowm, 

Hasted to nearest fort or bungalow. 

And there with such scant means and implements 
As fortune might supply, made a bold stand; 

Or, failing liiis, with face toward the foe. 

Died nobly on the field. The age was rife 
j With many a gallant act, and redolent 
Of sterling bravery: some here I note, 

The glorious pattern they of many more. 



pseudo pUilanthropist^ and unhappily fgr the credit of human- 
ity, the actiountsi aro*oo wf*l| coiToix)rated to admit of juiieh 
doubt. Shame, too, on those “who would taniish the fame uf 
the British soldier ^possibly in a fewinstm^es, incit<^by the 
remembrance of tmj horrible indignities^inflieted ^|»on bis 
counftywomeii, he may have o^rstepived the bounds of strict 
justice, and exercised a ff3lu^ul retribution; but taken in the 
mass, his character yields to none in exhibiting the finer quality 
of itiercy to a conquenjd foe, combined with the most daring 
courage*and unflinching fortitude. 


II 
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A Icindrcd puipj) jn cutuAvi,^ oo^ajrcu. ^ 

The gauntlet of a hundred mutineers; 

* She plied th^ whip, the reins, with steady hand. 
Through the impeding mass, while he, stoutr heart, 
Dealt death on every side. Again, pressed hard 
By their inveterate hate, a maiden* stood 
I 111 arms—an Amazon—^yielding at length 

Jfer life a sacrifice. Nor less the man 
Who fought unaided, yet redeemed his^name, 
j And fell like Sampson, covered with hi^ slain. 

J Nor second he,t who, worn with fell disease. 


! 

* “ In on© plrtce^ a lady and lier huRlMuad fled in their 
rrivrififjo. Ho stood iipriglit. She took tJie nnns. She lashed 
the horses through 1 he hand of ratitineerSf while he with cool 
aim shot dead one who seizoti tho horses' lieads, and another 
wlio climhod upon the carriage behind to cut him down. On 
they fled till tlicy again found themsolves among foes, and a 
rope stretched across the rojul made further progress appear 
iuiivosaiblo. Truo.fo Iwirself, she dashed the horses at full speed 
against the rope, and^ as they, bearing it down, stumbled, she 
by rein and whip raised them, while he** husband's weapons 
again freed them from those who supcceded in leaping upon 
them. Ho was woun&ccl, hut bt^th esodibd with their lives. In 
another place, a young lady, the daughter of an officer, shot 
seven ^mutineers before they killed her. A captain, uressed by 
his i'^llpys, with Mb good sword slevr twcRty-six of tfiem before 
be fell?’ • * ^ , 

* 


f Idcntcnfuit Hyeonsu, 
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And far removed from country, home, and friends. 
Maintained alone, by dint of moral power, 

His wonted influence; low on his bed 
He lay, uncaredibr, comfortless, and weak; 
Abound him clustered mbming, noon, and eve, 

A crowd of lawless men—in angry moodjp 
Malicious—^peering in his lonely tent. 

With threatening gestures, fierce desire to slay; 
But yet witheld from deeds of violence. 

By magic force of intellect and faith: 

He tnisted God. and in his lonelines^i 
Drew inspiration from the Living Throne 
That vaults the azure sky: his eye was keen. 
And quick his challenge,—yet serene his brow: 

Do what y^ dare; your hands may mutilate, 
May slay this wasted form; not unavenged 
I fall) but check, with swift unerring aim 
The foremast in his rash career > while fte, 
Without whose will not e’en the sparrow dies, 
Who glances not in vain, beholds my case. 

Bids me not fear;—duty commands my stay; # 
And to His wise directing care, who sits » 
O’e^ruling all events in providence, 

I yield my destiny, content to wait. 

With unremitting t?ust, what seems Him best.” 
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What wonder, then, that o’cf such scenes as 
these 

The memory dwells, in fascination fixed 
Of loving approbation 1 Many such * 
Throughout that land there were; some blazoned 
wide, 

And oft rehearsed in noble themes, well known 
To all men; many more untold, unsung,— 

No record left to earthly niuse, of all 
Their pangs and poignant sufferings, the gate 
Of bliss.* Doubt not the blest seraj^hic choirs, 
lliat harmonize ethereal brilliant chords. 

Struck their eternal harps, with joy inflamed, 
And sang the welcome of their spirits home! 
Oblation on a Christian altar, pure. 

And sanctified through their Redeemer’s blood, 
Though offered up by Pagans,—Sparta, Rome, 
Or classi# Greece^ Ay, the whole universe. 

In all lu^* vast terrestrial minstrelsy. 


^ 1 trust Ciat I shall not be misapprehended here; I do not 
mean that they were admitted to that glorious hereafter, wbicli 
wc all hope to attain, because of their auiferiugB; but, that the 
AU'wise, whose mystenpus providences man may not ju^^, 
permitted many Cnridtiwn men and women thus to end Yheir 
earthly course, in simple reliance onsHira. Such an end was 
to them emphatically “ the gate of blift." 
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And glowing woild«wide legends, utters not 
Comparison; save in the sacred lines 
Of Holy Writ, or ancient martyrdom, * 

Can parallel be found* Nor wanting there. 

Were instances of native truth and worth. 

Fidelity unshaken, honesty,. 

Self-sacrifice, and loyalty, within 
An Asiatic heart. Bright spots were these. 
Redeeming traits in lost humanity, 

Radiant like stars, shedding their beacon light 
Amid the general gloom;—devoted men. 
Improved the occasion to repay with zeal, 

Debts of affection, gratitude, and love; 

Oft risking life, possessions, home, and caste. 

To save their benefactors: faithful, true, 

Tlie hardy Sikh and sturdy Ghoorka strove. 
Fearless of odds, to aid the Bgropean, 

And win, him conquest; none were nobler there, 
In leaguered fort o§ battle-field, than they. 

Thus^ at Cawnpore, as in famed Lucknow’s towers, 
A gallant little band, besieged, held still 
Their’vahtage ground; what sufferings underwent. 
What prodigies performed, l^ng not here; 
Sufficient that their foe, insatiable. 

Demoniac, accomplished that by frauds 
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Hi& legions could noUopenly attain; 

Endorsed a lie, a base unworthy liG> 

Well ration with solemn promises. 

And oaths of safety,—thus prevailed,—induced 
This garrison, with words of peace, to yield 
Their fortress, trusting to his faithless word: 

(Ah! generous Wheeler, let a sigh and tear 
Embalm thy memory, brave man and good!) 
Atrocious action! villanous deceit! 

Vile breach of treaty I thrice sworn probity 1 
Has Heaven no thunders ? earth within her cells 
^No subterranean fire, avenging flame. 

To scorch, with terrible consuming breath, 

The monster fiend, who first imagined. 

Infuriate, a plot so demon-like ? 

Once in his power, entangled in the snare, 

Like some huge sei^pent, coiling round his meal. 
His eager minions waiting for the word,. 

He gave the signal. Swiil as^ungry wolves, 

Or hounds upon the* trail, leap on their prof. 

So sprang they on their victims unprepared: 
Some met grim death, pierced through with rifle 
ball, ^ 

And some a water^rav^, deep in the flood 
Of the cold, river 5 terror-stricken babes, 
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Matrons^ fair maids of gentle birth were spared^ 
But not in mercy. No! for them reserved 
A gloomy fate^ far worse than sudden death ; 

A fate that hancows up the inmost soul, 

Shocks each nice symf^thy^ and.renders mute 
Each tongue with deep disj|||i!t It may not here 
Recounted be. But one alone I give, 

One faint example in a maiden’s * lot. 

Fair fls the milk-white fleece, and young, her life 
Was sweet;—a General’s offspring, berotiful, 
And good as beautiful; obedient, 

. Affectionate, in loving modest worth. 

Had cast around Ijer hoary parents’ age. 


Halo serene, shedding its cheering rays 
On their decaying years. Her youth was bright. 
And promised much of future bfiss.—Alas! 

That such a fearful cloud should early dim 
The morning of her spring. She, with her friends, 
Passed onward to the goal of hideous doom, 
Suspicionlcss; enthralled among the throng, 

A swarthy trooper saw her struggling hard 
Beneath th’ assassin’s blade,—with ^ilty speed. 
Seized, bore the faintfng damsel to his cot, 


* Mins AVnKEr.tr.. 
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Abode of holdul in&my,—^what more, 

What daiic forebodings weighed her spirit down, 
And twined around her heart-strings; what long 
houra 

Of wakeful misery, of black despair. 

Without one gleam-lj|||iope, she pined away. 

Bereft of friends; what agonies endured. 

With every sense absorbed in wretchedness; 

In the foul grasp of one, whose loathsome^taucH 

Shuddereftwr frame; from whom her purer soul. 

Back to its inmost hiding-place recoiled 

ihi native horror; none can tell, for none 

Were there to witness* Miscreant! odious wretch! 

His hand had helped tb slay her cduntrymen, 

Her own bdovcd father. Think! Oh think 
1 

On her, ye dainty dames, that dwell within 
This land of blest security and peace T 
W^e comely daughters daily grace, secure, 
Your hospitable board; and from your hearts, 

In earnest gratitude to the Supreme, 

Solemn thanksgivings offer morn and eve, 

For such felicity. The wheels of time 
Rolled slowly onward, and tibe gloomy night 
Followed apace—how g|pomily, how dull 
Its lagging moments, few can apprehend. 
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For there are houra of torture, too intense 
For mortal ken to scan and re^produce 
In words;—^the traitor sleptr^the opiate 
His race delight in, stupified his brain; 

Too much indulged in sensual app^te, 

Rendered him powerless. Quickly then she rose, 
With madness fired, clutching the ruffian^s .sword. 
Smote with her utn:|,ost strength. Oh! there are 
times 

When the weak nerves of womanhood hre armed 
With superhuman strength, and the soft veins 
Swell forth indignantly with deep insult; 

The tiny muscle and the firagile arm. 

Outraged, become a giant’s ;-:;thus, she struck, 
And was her own avenger. Thrice again. 

Swift as th^leaming lightning’s sudden flash, 
On those wK held her captive—nor in vain: 
Then, seeing all escape cut oflyplii^d down 
Headlong beneath the waters,^d was not. 
Spotless, heroic maid! she boldly slew 
Her Holofemes, unreluctant; yea, ‘ 

Lucrctia4ike, that Roman lady, oft * 
Ascribed m lofty song, she rather chose 
Self-immolation, than dishonored live. 

Angel of Pity! when thou writ’st the deed 
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Within thy holy book^ let the sweet tear 
Of gentle mercy, falling, blot the sin 
(If sin there be) from out thy sacred page. 

We know, the suicide who rashly’hurls 
The brightest gift of this terrestrial world, 
Essential sparklet of celestial beam. 

Back in his Maker^s face;—who wantonly 
Rushes, unbi||den, to the presence of 
His God, commits a foul unnatural crime; 

.Dies without hope of clemency. Not such 
Her fate, she med (because she durst not live) 

I A martyr to her country. Weep for her. 

Ye British maidens, mourn her early fate. 

Cruel untimely end*. Haste ! w arriors, haste! 
Bare your bright swords, the hour of vengeance 
comes I 

Ay, even now the dull grey streaks o*awn, 

^ Above the dinAiomon faintly seen, 

Herald, witlr inconwstablc omen, 

A day of fearful reckoning. The few 
Who first escaped, pursued and foully slain, 
There yelt remained, in smallest space confined, 
^Neath scorching heat of India’s sultry sky, 

And giiarded close with shrewdest vigilance. 

The tcndei* ones; in abject state, depressed. 
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Half famish^^ and profoundly desolate, 

Their festerings wounds untended, sick at heaiH, 
Rived with d^ep sorrow for their slaughtered 
friends, 

Premeditated insolence or coarser 
Of their inhuman captors; but upheld 
By their inherent courage. He that braves 
The cannon’s mouth when rushing vOn the foe, 
Belching its iron messengers of death, 

Th’ explosive shell, or storm of le^en hail; 
Devoid of fear, with all his mettle^, 

Gripes the cold steel, and mounts the threat’ning 
lidight 

Bristling with bayonets, deserves applause : 

But he that with unyielding fortitude, 

Doth undc^o a multitude of ills 
In Christian faith; with steady front doth risk 
His life, in mute and passive constancy, 

Hopeless and powerless to amend hi# case. 

Shall wear the martyr’s crown: and such were 
these. 

With purpose firm, determination high, 

* Deaf to all threats, or specious vain pnjtcncc 
Of that perfidious Hecate, who, 

•Like sonic dark spirit from the nethc# pit, 
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Replete with vast unblushing wick^bess— 

Too* williog agent of the archtraitor’s * wiU— 
Interpreted his mandates^ all were true 
* To their own faith and honor;—^righteous scorn^ 
Angelic ind^ation^ proud contempt^ 

With every pulse that animates, inspires. 

And glows within a woman’s breast, rose up 
In arms, with wild repulsive throb, to foil 
The tyrant ruffian; and proclaim aloud 

Through the ||dde world, that England’s daughters 

• _ 

ne>r 

Forget their native dignity and worth. 

And now the consummation. Monstrous deed ! 

Inhuman violation of the law 

That rules the mo^t barbarian! indites 

Rude code of honor e’en ’mong savage tribes 1 

’Twas said, thq British were afoot; rescue • 

At hand; alas! too late relief arrived. 

Baffied by Ifeeble women, impotent 

In rage, tile faithless Sepoys dared not stand 
* • 

In multitudinous array, before « 

The prowess of that fearless northern race, 
Civilized, Christianized, chief guardian 

^ * Natia SaHU). • 


t 




Of liberty and truth where’er it rules; 

Though oft they strove, by every stratagem. 
Means, and appliance used in modern war. 

And obstacle of baser art to check, 

Annihilate, or turn aside the band, ^ 

The scanty band of sturdy Europeans, 

And faithful few of native cast^ who pressM 
With hasty march, 6nd self4evotion rare. 

To beard the heathen savage in his den, 

Assist their countiymen. Yes, they were few, 
A very few, who hastened to support; 

Yet ranlced a mighty host t invincible. 

Each man in lofty inspiration caught 
The spirit of his leader; vieing weft 
In exploits high, and deeds superior 
With David’s valiant men. of old. When first 
The insurrection spread, the brave Havelock 
Rapid and bold tactician, marshalled quick. 

At Allahabad,* a little company. 

And Gideon-like, with feeble mcans^ strode on. 
Strong in his mission. Instrument of Heaven 
Especial servant of .the Omniscient! 

He drew immortal courage from its fount, 


• Pfonoanced Allabad. 
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Its own Eternal source^—^the Omnipotent* 
Illustrious Christian warrihr! faithful man I 
. Loyal and tfue^ero of many fights! 

Victorious religious Chieftain/hail! 

All hail I thy country shall record thy name 
Among her noblest and her best beloved; 
Burmah^ Cabul^ Persia^ and India^ 

In many conflicts, now relate thy fame, 

And speak thy feats of arms 1 ’Twas left to these 
Last days to shadow forth thy crowning deeds. 
Thine innate greatness in declining age. 

All hail! for thou art worthy to receive 
Honor and praise, and lasting wide fenown; 
While heart-felt thanks be offered to the Power 
That formed thy .noble soul, for Britain’s need. 


Oh! ’twas a wondrous sight! this slender band, 
‘ Heedless of numbers, and the scorching heat 
Of ftgpical July, marched on by day, 

By night, unceasingly,—^now in close fight, 

Or wider skirmish, driving back with loss 
Theur adversaries. Herculean task ! 

^n eight short days# marched forty leagues or 
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Triumphant, four pitched battles gained; and 
reached 

% 

Cawnpore; again renewed the coml^k there. 

Oh ! fearful tragedy \ ()li 1 dark, dark blot 

I • 

On human^nature ! fierce enormity ! 

The town untenable,—iiis*van{pushed hordes, 

Cowettng like clias^d panthers at the foot 

Of somS all persevering hunter; stirred 

With hatred uncontrollable, thei» Chief 

Cgnccived a wild and liorrible revenge ; 

To execute his victims in such guise 

Of cruelly and malice, heretofore 

Unknown : at least in Christendom. 'At eve, 

Ilis treoptrs muster, and with cool design. 

Deliberate barbarity, surround 

The prison-house. The captives here refuse 

To pass without to certain shame and death; 

Clinging w'ith frenzied enerfjy, in groups, 

■ ' With desperate agony, and firm resolve, , * 

» In concert fo snpf^rt each shrinking heart. 

Together die. The mother and her child, 

The infant nursling at the breast, the wife , 

Bereaved, the agM matron and the maid, 

1 ■ * 

I Shot down from CY’ry door and aperture, 

I Fall mercilessly, lodvcd in last embrace, 

! *• * 

' _ _ 
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Fast in eacli others arms. Tfien entering, 

Despite appalling shrieks and prayers for life, 
Complete thSruthless massacre. Some few 
.Wrought to despair, deep red in crimson stains, 
Till morn survive, beneath the corses hid; 

Then rushing forth, destroy themselves, for lack 
Of hope. Thou righteous On#, that ruFst above! 
Thou fount of love and mercy! can-it be,* 
Inexorable creati^rcs such as these, 

Bear still thine -image and impress divine ? 

This done, the coward tribe evacuate, 

Forced out by the untiring, brisk attacl^ 

Of their assailants. There within, w'haf sights. 
What sickening visions burst upon the view; 
What forms of horrid mutilation ; wild, * 
Flagitious villanies, m^iy not be sung; 

For# tis a theme unwelcome, sad, and fraught 
With much of .anguish.—Let the miml rove free, 
Imaginary phantasms chase tlft brain, 

Unbidden come, unchecked, to realize 
Their bitterness'; down to the lowest deep, 
Beyond the pale of mercy or of hope. 

In magic thought descend; idealize 

s. # 

t 

* A 

_ ■ 1 ■ ■■ ■ .. , .. . ■ ,1 . ■ ■ I. —. 
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Horrific group of fiends, of darkest shade, 

And met in solemn conclave to invent. 

With nicety of cunning, some new phase 
Of artful hate and hideous wickedness ; 

Ingenious, novel mark of 6ruelty; 

While each in d(;xt’rous skill competes, to add 
Beyond his felloH^ fiend, some finished touch. 

Some subtle master-stroke to the distort 
Origitial. All this, ay more, much more 
Thou may'st; yet fail the dread roalit^. 

! 

• ^ \ 

Yes! there were scenes in that devoted towr 

» 

That made the sternest natures tremulous 
With holy wrath, ipdignantly suppressed; 

Of loose, insane, and ribald mockery, 

That men, accustomed to sep death in his 
Most ghastly lines and grisly panoply. 

Dared not to gaze upon; bat tj-irncd aside, 
Speechless, with heaving vitals; doggedly, 

,y 

In sullen, fearful mood; while from alone 
Tlie lightning glance of the averted eye, 

The fierce compression of the quivering lip. 

The witlieririg scowl dark’ning tlie noble brow, 
Could aught be gathered of the hidden fire 
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Of inward execration, * ^Mong the rest, 

Some soldiers find the cold remains of her. 

The modern Judith. Silently luul sad, 

'They bear her from her blood-stained resting- 
place, ' 

• 

And crowding round, with patient scrutiny. 
Divide her clotted tresses,—beaijf^eous once. 

And glossy as* the mounted raven's wing; 

Now matted thick w'ith gore;—distriljutiug 
With jealous arbitration, to each man 
His full proportion. T.*hen, uniting all, 

With nerves to more than mortal tension strung, 
llepeat a sacred vow, a solemn oath 
Of binding obligsition, to avenge 
H Her ignominy; for each hair preserved, * " . 

A precious amulet,—to wither down, 
i Tn open fight, one traitor; execute 
I • Retributory vengeance; vindicate 

That law, “Thou shalt not kill,” even in war. 


Unjustly—unprovoked—a male.—much less 
\^'omen and children; nor abuse the [)ower, 
That conquest gives thee tp do needless wrong. 

How well they kept their oath, after events 
Shall yet display. Again the gallant band » 
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Of heroes harness for the fight^ pursue 

• * « 

The foe retreating-fast to Ludjnow’s towers; 

But still opposing With redoubled strength. 

Tliricc and once more they picet with like result; 
Unchecked, th’ intrepid force hies bravely on, I 
Far as Bithoor,—some leagues from where their j 
‘ friends ^ • 

j Defend their fort with stern tenacity, 

1 Unconqiiered, hoping against hope; but here, 

Their leader, forcedly stern ncccssitv. 1 

* ^ i 

Encumbered much by sick and wounded men, 

Back to (yawnporC retired,—uot without good, 
i Essential service done. The eneinv, 

In haste, came down by thousjinds, to withstand 
II im conquering; the garrison, pent uj[), 

Reduceil to last extremity of want, 

Seized the rich opportunity,—rushed forth. 

Relieved their famine,- and renewed their hope. 

i ■ 

I 

I 0 Not lofig did he remain inactive there; 

I » 1 " 

But reinforced, with ardour *took the field. 

I ^ 

I Here let me pause awhile, for truth demands 
i Some worthy tribute. Earthly bards have suug 
i Transcendent incrits of distinguished men. 
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Ancient and modern; huge convulsions wide: 
Stupendous epochs in man’s history; 

The wreck of ruined empires |ind of worlds. 

I sing the man of‘generous, lofty soul; ; 

Of splendid talentsvirtue,* rare and pure; 

I Who far removed above the petty feuds, 

I Mean jealousies of lesser minds, stands on 
I A pedestal—innate nobility; 

; Who eaiming hard, in busy cam^ or field. 

His own immortal laurels; ypt disdains 
To rob a comi*ade of his just reward. 

I sing the brave Oittram, —n^irk well the man, 
Unborrow^ed lustre shines upon his name. 
Chivalrous, grand, ennobled intellect! 

Great in thyself, and greater still in this • 

Thine honorable self-denial; where’er, 

Through the whole earth thy name shall .cpioted | 
• be, • * ' 

I 

•| Warm incense shall attend from every tongue, ' 
* .* i i 

I Of unrestrained applause; old men shall })idj 

I , I 

I Their sons to emulate, and young men strive ^ i 
j To imitate thee. When this C’hief arrived | 

j With some few companies, (the elder he i 

In military rank to bold Havelock) 

Resigned,* with hearty, frank good-will to him, 

« 
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The sole command of all—he scorned to stem 
The torrent of a brother soldier’s course 
To glory,—served Ijrtnself a volunteer, 

Obedient to his own inferior. - 

»- 

Exquisite delicacy! by^that deed, 

JVorthy the age of kniglitly errantry. 

Well nigh forgotten; compassed more renown, 
l^han had he conquered kingdoms or the globe. 

* 


Thus strengthqped, now the h.udy band assay 
I’heir task again, resume their onward march, 
‘Lucknow’ their w'atchword.'* O’er the Ganges 
stream 

They pass, ])rotected by the steady fire 
Of their artillery, to Mungarwar. 

The hostile masses licre resolve to stand 
?ln(l try once more the fortune of the fight, 
i In vain,—for Outuam dashes on and leads 


His gallant cavalry to victory; 

StTies* their cannon ; drives the rebels back. 

^ ( Vest-fallen they retire, but unsubdued, * 
Witll^threat’mng front, toward the central point. 
Where the main body still encircle fast 

4 

The garrisoA besic?ged;—^leag^ie upon league, * 
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Adventurous and ardent, heeding not 
The floods of heaven, the strife of elements, 

Slimy morass, steep hill, or iiapid stream. 

Onward advancethrough the thick air is heard 
[ A sudden rumbling, didl, yortentous, like 
I Reverberating thunder—’tis the sound 

! Of distant firing: “*We are yet in lime/' 

Quick, |o the front, artillery ; salute ! 

Peal forth the weIcon>e note of succour nigh,’’ ^ 

I fSo sjieaks the General, whilst every man 
His pace accelerates, and joys t4> feel 
• His efforts are not worthless. Soofi arrived 
At Alumbagh, they find the stubborn foe 
i Right well prepared; determined to ingulf 
Their prey; and here, the fight begins anew. 

An earnest, deadly struggle, hand to hand:— 
Three thousand men attempt to force a path 
Through legions numberless, and deep intrenched 
With palisade and loopholed wall, and all 
Advantage of position best contrived. 

From morn till eve, throughout the livelong day, 
Continuous the battle rages.— Night 
Unfolds her shadows, when, advanced at last, 
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« 

By dint of preternaturiil efforts, near 
Their weary, spept, besiej^ed compatriots; 

The British,* pausing to renew their '•treii^th, 
lie-form their shattered ranks, ami W('a\en in¬ 
spired, 

* 

With deaPning cheer, rush to the finaT cliarge. 


!:\o OF CAvj'o s;:(w>\i). 
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THE IIELIKK A\r»* KIX'l t.. DEVI’l^^OE 

II V\ 1 L()< Iv. 


f Got> of tlic silver How ’ who oft of old, 

Swc^it tilt* cc'Ifstial t 1 k)i*(K -\f^ who 

Krst 0*11 ParrmsMis dwelt, awalvc'tlK* Kiv; 

Attune, euraptured, it*^ pielodioiis striu"-'-, 

And swell, in*C(uu*(Tt tli* iiinnoit.d strain. 

, Ye poets, l|»t your ehoieest mnnbers roll; 

I Painters, and \e that ^^ith artistic skill. 

Sculpture the adamantine rVuvrblc ; }e 
I* Historians, that t'hrtiniele each p'eat , 

K\ent of jiassinjr tiim*;—ye onitoi>., 

'^riiat move with tlirlllin*!: tones, in speech sublime, 
The nation's inmost soid;—all ;^e, that m 
, The senate stand, pre-eminent; combine 
With all the good and-gr^at of every dime. 


I 




I 

» 
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To yield due honor to the men, that saved 

An empire. When their feet shall touch the soil 

Of their ^iwii Albion once'^again in p6ace, 

■ 

Damsels and dames, of and low degree 
Shall weave victorious garlands, and shall crown 
Their brows with laurels; every vdlage bell 
Peal its loud note of joy; huge bonfires blaze 
On ea^i broad hillock; crowding.thousands rush 
To lihe their inarch, wdth Acclamation long 
Shouti^ their welcome home; a gracious Oucen > 
Distribute high r^ewards; nor shall the day 
lie e’er "forgot in British annals, it shall live 
Memorial of a nation's gratitude, 

A spectacle to future ages, how-^ 

The Merchant Isle esteems her warrior sons. 

, •• f 

The clouds of night rolled* dow n the western 

j ■ isky, 

• As mornii^ slowly trod her gloomy way 

O^er Lucknow’s ludls, her inosipies, and palaces. 
Unwillingly, the engineers confessed 
The fort untenable: all knew the worst. 

Yet still the weary soldiers manned the guns; 
.E’en sick and wounded men were there, to line 

4 
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The walls. From battlement to battlement 

I 

Ran the tired gunners; * etery man^ unite, 

In stem/esolve, waiting 4;he final stroke, 
Annihilation. Quick, with fierce discharge 
Of cannonade, or living shells well aimed 
By daring hands, they swept away the foe; 

Or closely knit, with bayonet hurled back 
Each swarm of the besieging force, that climbed 
Their works; as beetling rock the surging waves. 
Within, and hurrying to and fro, were seen 
Their wives-and maidens, acting w'cil their^part; 
Perforraing such light duties as the sex 
Might there attempt;—now, to the batteries 
Conveyed the‘orders of the watchful Chief, 

With agile foot,—now, rnihgled with his men. 
Bearing such sustenance the trying case 
Admitted of, to cheer the fainting frame. 

And nerve the willing firm—and breathings oft 
01’ deep, impassioned courage, fortitude, 

And consolation whispered in their ears. 


* Tlic pruniu'rs had-to run froni one hattovy to nnothar, 
\vli»;Tt Ytiv the tiro of tin* oneniy was hotirst; at last tlie uuuiIkt 
of Fairopean jj-uuuoi-k was VJ4, whilo wo hnil, iiichidiui; 

mortals, no less tiuui yo guns iu position. 

Iiejtort. 
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Throughout that darfc, protracted period i 

Of doubt and desolation. These endure, ! 

Imperishable monument time . I 

Remote, of woman^s holy faith and power. 

Of me^k endurance to submit to* ills, 

^ And heaven-taught confidence, on angels wings \ 
To rise abovt them all. ToAvard the eve, 

^ I 

Overwhelmed with labour and anxiety, i 

Apart, and wrapped in troubled slumbcriiigs, 

I spied a gentle pair. Nature had done 

Her u|piost to uphold, and they had sunk 

On the cold ground in sleep. A soldier’s 'spouse* 

In Caledonian plaid, lay, close entwined 
Within another’s* arms;—nobler in'fank, 

But yet, like her, of brave devoted soul, ! 

A faithful woman,—^want of rest and woe, | 

The manifold excitements of the siege, 1 

With lingering' fever blanehcd her youthful cheek; | 

Debilitating low the fragile form; j 

Threat’ning the tottering reason ;—on they slept, j 

Regardless of the din ai intervals, 

« 

From her white lips came muttered sounds and 
words, 

* .rKSi*iE FJuown.—S ee a lettev publisliod in Jersey Times, of 
D{5e-ciiil>«ir lu, 1S57. ^ 
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T^at spake of other days and other climes. 

Her peaceful vales and heath-clad mountain steeps. 

The old fire side, the circle ro^nd the hearth; 

Sad contrast to her present misery. 

But hist! She stirs, what moves her spirit now > 

I AVith nimble bouiid she springs upon her feet, 

And bending forward, lists wdth eager ear, 

Breathless, each wakened facultv distent. ^ L 
Across her countenance flits rapidly 
The joyous smile of exultation, like ‘ 

Bright sunlight in a storm; she grasps the hand . 
Of her aroused companionnow a wdld. 

Unearthly cry bursts from her, of intense 
And rapturous delight; as the youftg fawn 
Or startled antelope leaps o’er the plain 
In fiery headlong speed;—so rushes she, 

Fi’antic with joy, among the toil-worn troops; 

From man to man darts swift, —proclaiming high, ' 

i 

Above the turmoil, iii loud, piercing tones. 

That chord responsive echo in each breast. 

Revive anew its drooping energies 

• I 

To fierce resistance: “Hark ! they come, they comej j 
Thauk G<||i we’re saved; diniia ye ken the sound? | 
Hark ! ’tis the Sli>gan of the Highlander, 

To the Mc’Gregor, grandest of them a.” j 
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One moment’s pause of agonizing hope, ^ 

Deathlike suspense,-^each ear is stretched in 
vain; * 

T, 

I’he Lowland ear is slow to apprehend 
The mountain melody.—No, ’tis the wind. 

Or fond delusion of her waiul’rfna; brain: 

• Oh, bitter mockery 1’’ Again she cries 
AA^ith deep-fraught energy along the line, 

“ Will ye no hear it, no believe it noo ?” 

List! Tis indeed the pibroch shrill and clear; 
Courage, courage, the bonnio CampbeUs come! 
Fight on, my countrymen, for aid is nigh.” 

Once more they pause; now catch the gladsome 
sound: 

" Yes ! yes ! it Is the bles'scd pibroch, borne 
In fitful cadence, on ,thc breeze,—now soft, 

if 

Now loud.—Qur friends are near! new life, 
hope 1” 

Then for an instant, down on bended knee, 

IVifii simultaneous imijiihc all, Avith one 
Acenrdy gave odering of heart-felt thankig 
To Him, Avho on empyreal throne, Supreme, 
Directs the courses of unnumbered Avo4lrls, « 

And rules the destiny of manr^ior scorns 
The mute petition o}* the humblest one 






In his necessity. Uprising aii^ 

Five ljundred maid^ voices^cho forth 
The loyal British chee^^Hurrkh! Hurrah. 

God save our^ueen! Comrades, stand to your 

* ' I* ^ '» 

guns! ^ 

Now fierce Mahratta, try the breach once more! 
And still the pibroch swells its martial strain, ♦ 
Or note of sweet encouragement,%id bids 
Them struggle on, for succour is at hand. 

See! through the mist the Scottish clansmen come. 
That band of heroes, with their dark allies, 

The faithful Sikhs, in phalanx firm and strong; 
The steady Saxon^ guarding well the flunk, 

Not less a post of dang’rous hardihood. 

* Aloft, the British Standard proudly waves; 
Havelock and Ottram boldly lead the van; 

In yaiil the trait’rous Sepoy skulks behind 
His loop-holed walls, or trie's with sudden charge. 
And dogged, obstinate despair, to check 
Their swift advance; muzzle to muzzle now. 

Or grappling hand to hand, ib fiercest gripe, 
Wftli bayonet and claymore, on they come: 

See \ hoyijr their noble leaders wave their swords. 
And urge them the strife; vast myrmidons 
Opjwse their course—savage, hyacna-rlike. 


t 


D 
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Enclose in front and rear. Say, hast thou seen 
Some hardy bark, iii^cean tempest driven^ 

Brave the wild elcments,^old on her coursq;, 

Now*on the giddy height of erest^ wave. 

Now deep in watery valley,—ifoldly ride 
Triumphant to the port: so press they on. 
Cutting their path amid the mighty mass. 

That living while ever and anon 
Is heard the frenzied yell—moligiiaiit, fiiTce, 
Down with the English, let not one escape; 
Death to the Feringhees Hark 1 how it rings 
From lip to lip with patriotic zeal, * • 
Intrepidly defiant, long and loud, 

^Unquellcd, unquailing, ^u\jd the awful din. 

In answering response, contemptuous. 

The Northern battle-cry: Britons, strike home' 
Strike for old England! Charge with all your 
might 1 

Yc dauntless mountaindters, on, for your friends! 
Strike for your leagucred daughters, for *youi* 
babes' * 

Avenge Cawnpore ! yc stalv^art Highlanders^ 
Pi'rfonn your oath' On, Oacl and Saxon, on * 
Britannia, to the rescue ’ ”—Now in swift 
Succession rolls the quick, sharp, rattling fire 


CANTO III. 


53 


Of musketry, with slower, heavier boom 
Of huger cannon. Swift tfie sabre cut * 

Flashes its lightning steel; the rapid thrust 
And stab in deadly struggle interchanged;* 

No quarter asked or given on either side. 

Behold! stern.Justice rides on wings above. 

Her flaming sword unsheathed; and Mercy hides. 
Shuddering, her pallid face;—chariots of fire, 
Angelic combatants, are hovering there 

« i 

. 'To aid the panting champions ;—messeng<?rf 
Ethereal, flit around from rank to rank, 

Imparting supernatural power;—and as 
Th’ unseen, celestial essence fills, diffuse, 

Their drooping frames, their manly forms dilate, 
Eachi warrior in himself tlie counterpart 

. Of famed Achilles. Thus, victorious. 

Triumphant over heaps of ^hiin, they reach 
The Residency ;— not one hour foo .won ;— 

For had they tarried, or been beaten back, 

r Their friends had perished ; hTctrievable, 

Their dreadful dooin. IIere l(;t me stay my titeme; 
Harjii,, cease thy strains, for e’en thy minstrelsy 
Dares not attempt the solemn moment, when. 
Succoured, relieved, and savcnl the garrison 
* Met their brave rescuers ;— ti« cordial gi'asp^^ 
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k, 

, Hearty congratulations^ silent thanks^ - • 

Extatic bursts of joy^ or th'e soft song 
, Of chastened jn'aise, that rose%oin every tongue. 
Swelling its chorus w^ere the Israph stands 
Before his Maker in.the courts above. 

, Yes! there were many eyes, that through the siege 
Had looked death calmly irf the face, unscared. 
Had never wept, now dim with moisture*; tongues. 
That never faltered, nor betrayed a fear, 

• Refused their office; tremblin]^y at fault, 

, With deep emotion—gladness,—gratitude! 

4 

V 

4 

Nor wa^he victory attained, unscathed; 

For in the thickest of the fight there fell ^ 

The noble, fiery Ni ell, and his compeers 
In arms, with many more of lesser rank. 

But all of equal valour, equal worth. • 

Not one man there, soldier or officer, 

it 

Bu^did his duty,-^earned a monument 
Immortal in his fall: we mourn their end. 

But glory in the legacy they. leave^T- 
Enthusiastic, self-denying love 
Of honoi*, country, and .humanity. 
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More than a third the force lay stricken 
Wounded or slain^ upon th^ blood-stained Held; 
Appidling ransom^aid for liberty! 

And as 1 gazed upon the saddening scene^ 

Yet glorious;—I saw a form arise,' 

Sylph-like and immaterial at first, 

'But gathering dim outlibe mid the mist, _ ^ 

The Spix® of Britannia,—thus she spake. 
Blessing her children with benignant smile :— 
Thanks! thankUlmy sons,Avell have ye done this 
* day,— . # 

Performed my bidding,—well upheld my power, 

* Your own eternal fame;—from my deep heart. 
The mighty bosom that hath room £4t all 
Who love me, do I yield unstinted praise; 
Parental benediction; On my breast 
Surcharged with tender pity fear the fall’n. 

For ever shall remain engraved in lines 
Of rich undying lustre,—^all whp fought, 

Or bl^, or died for me; my progeny, ♦ 
Wherever I rule, in one accord, unilJb 
To^call you blessed; you, my daughters too. 

My pride, my ornament, as choicest gems 
Shall shine re^endent to all nations, 

0/ grace and truth, inherent purity. 
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Enduij^ng faith^ and Christian fortitude. 

Oh ! land of desolation and of bloody 
Of idol worship, dark fanaticisitk 
Land of the red unpitying Suttee, 

•Of heinous crimes, of Pagan ignorance, 

And wilder superstitiotis,-,»-o?cr thy glades, 
l^y cloud-capt mountaii^ from the Himmalehs, 
To the tall Qhauts that skirt thjr^outhelli shores. 
Shall equal rule extend; unfettered, now, 

A milder frith o’erspr^d thy Mite domain.*’ 


Thus far, have I the history pursued 
Of this darl^pgc. Havelock and Outram, thus. 
Had reached the goal; and, now/entrenched within 
The Residency, held the foii:. Again, 

New levies of the enemy surround 
In numbers undiminished; strengthened too 
tBy their example in the art of war. 
lndt>mital||^e energy of will ’ * , 

Cut off from resource beyond their own. 

Enclosed Rnd straitened, famine at the door, # 
Their force reduced by sickness,—thmugh two 
moons 

WithstoodHhe fierce assault; 'decided well 
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The prey, their bold, impulsive genius 
Had risk’d so muoh to save and snatch from dea^. 
<^Then the stern CA%PBELL,,first of all his race, 

^ 4 

That hoavy, 'Gaelic Chief,* reno^vned of old. 

Who, at his country’s call, impetuous rushed * 

To save the brightest gem in Britain’s crown; 
Expert in cautious'stratagem, combines * 

The skill bf.mighfy Wellington, with dash 
Of dauntless Nelson ; he, with hurried march 
Advanced his cohb^; rollyig back their hordes, 
Steadily, giant-like; hadst thou been there 
To view the movement, thou hadst given unfeigned. 
Implicit at^iration to the deed. 

Stretching his lines nfar at dead of ni^it. 

This gr^at Commander rescued all, unknown 
And unsuspected by the waiting foe; 

W’ho, in his ignorance, still fired upon 
The crumbling walls, now tenantless, 

* For hours—Bold stroke of warlike strategy! 
’Consummate wisdom.!—thence, returning, held 
His backward cour,se far as Cawnpore; arrived 
Where WinPham, sorely pressed, scarce held his 
ground; 

(A braver man,^hough here unfortunate, 

. Ne’er 4iuckled harness) there, the Chieftain, like 
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^ Some shag^ monarch of the forest glade, 

Wlio guards his cubs retreating to the cave. 

Stood firm with%ristling front, till all were safe, 
And passed, unscathed, beyond thereacKofhorm. 
All saved; the brazen cymbals clashed, the drum, 
The shrill-toned fife, the bugle clarion, * ^ 

Triftnpet-tongued, gave ’the 'word,—Britons I , 
advance, 

» 4 

And crush these hirelings.” Here let me restrain 
My numbers; ^tis not^eet that I should sing * 
Each nice event; what wonders Greathead, 
Grant, • 

And 9updreds more of gallant meA aeh^ved; 

The daring of that son,of Neptune, Peel, 

• And his brave sailors', though engaged on Jand; 
The fall of Delhi; or the final close 
Of this sad warfare: let him read, who will^ 

The archives of his country,—con them well. 

For they, are full of meaning,—and rejoice * 

In this unsullied page of pat^otism. 

O’er which no mean and envious hand can cast ‘ 

* 

One shadow. Thou, my harp, must now, un¬ 
strung, 

Resume a*plaintive,*melancholy note. 

Wreath the sad cypress, let the willow shade 



la unassumed griefs the warrior’s tomb. 
Inscrutable decree of Providence! 

Yet none the less severe,—his battles won. 

His end aocpmpUshed, and the tender ones 
Rescued and safe,—he sank serene to rest; 

His mighty spirit overcharged with care. 
Crushed the worn body, burst the tenement, 
That held i^pris’ner. ’Twas a sad, sad scene. 
The warrior lay upon his dying couch, 

Weak, faint, longing for immortality ; ^ 

Afar from those|^e loved the best on earth— 
His wife, his daughters, were nqt there to catch* 
Ilis last expiring breath, and with foncl hand • 
To smooth his aching pillow; none were there 
Of kindred tie, none but his gallant son. 

The partner of his gfory. Round his bed 
Were those he led to ’conquest; valiant, strong 
Men wept, and looked ii]pnouruful silence on 
The peacef ul end of their departing Chief. 
Sublime in death, as he bad been in life! 

With all his laurels thick upon his brow. 

He died in the full zenith of his feme. 

Hard lot, alas! he never knew^bw well 
His native land approved, unaniitious. 

His services; nor how she longed to see 
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His fac^once more—^how, in the senate-house, . 
As with one voice went fort];^, perpc^uat% 

The mandate, to record in her archives, 

iK 

His honors and a gracious Sovereign’s praise. 
Renowned, the conqueror in a hundred fights 1 
Beloved 'by all men ; recognised Hy Him, 

To whom he gave the praise of all the deeds, 

' The mighty exploits that adorn his nape; 

So passed his soul the narrow bounds that guard 
The nether limits, of that golden sfihere, ' 

Where all is light, supembundantihliss— 

And there were ministers, unseen, unfelt 

*. . • '* 

By all' but him—celestial visitants. 

Watching and waiting for the final gasp. 

To wrap the essence of the Deity 

Released, this earthly coil—^faifhful and pure, 

« * 

In the rich mantle af Eternal Love, ^ 

^nd waft it to the boSo4l|^f its G'od. 

Good man! whose gentle, generous heart enlarged. 
Poured charity on brother and on foe! 
lllqstrious patriot 1 jn council wise! 

Thrice noble Chnstian warrior! Bold knight, . 
Magnificent in modern chivalry! 

A thousand minstrels chaunt thy requiem !* 

Thine own immortal deeds thine epitaph. 


•4 
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Deep was the anguish when the tidings qame 
To Britain’s shores, her hero was no more; 
^Y^thin the ancestral haU,*and at 
The lordly board thy fate was whispered soft; 

The husbandman,'in lonely, silent field, 

The citizen, the merchant at his desk, 

And all of every grade, from high to low. 
Suspended e^h his daily toil, aml^wcpt: 

For, thou, amidst this latter war and strifcf, 

Wast England’s champion, and she grieves for 
thee ^ 

As Rachel foi^ her firstborn; audibly. 

With bitter woe: through all its hidden springs, 
Her giant heart, o’erfWwing, wails thy loss,' 

And mourns her fallen warrior;—in the street, 

■w 

The broad highway, the unfret^uented lane, 

Mo? meeting, stay their course, and softly speak 
Sorrowful words of undisguised regret, 

Telling their friends, dejectedly, the hews,— 

That Ha^velock, that noble warrior, is dead. 


«! 

i 


As falls till oak, that-lifts its lofty bohghs 
InTorest pride, amid the canopy 
Of the broad firmament: arrived at full 

' * n. 
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Maturity of growth, stately ana grand; 

Unhurt by wintry snows; unbent, unharmed 
By hundred summer stqrms and i^Ughtniiig^ 
gleam; * 

But yijelding to the axe in ripe'old age— 

So thou didst tall: powerless the cannon^s roar. 
The sword, the ambush, and the rifle ball. 

Until thy glorious mission done, thy work 
Performed; thy Maker, in His own good time, 
Called home*IIifi chosen one to rest with Him 
In peace from all his labors;—thou art gone! 
Farewell! a fond fareweU I yet from*thy dust 
Shall many like thee spring at His command. 

To aid Britannia in each hopr of need. 


END OF CANTO THREE. 
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• * « ^ j 

TO HEB MOST .GBACIOUS MAJESTY | 

aUBEN yiC'^RlA, ON, THE SUCCESS’ OF HEB j 

* ARMS AT LUCKNOW. 

I 

« \ 

_ I 

Dread Sovereign, hail! may all thine.eaemies, .• 
Whether avowed^ or whc^iji secret plot, i 

Seek the destruction of thy government. 

Fall ignominious, to rebel no* more. 

Peace be within thy borders 1 thou hast reigned 
With mild authority, in righteoiisiifess; 

Benignantly, incapable of wrong 

to the humblest till thy throne is fixed; 

On the foundations of this sea-girt isle. 

Like some tall pyramid of Classic lore 
Unto its base. Throughout a long, long line 
Of ancestors, illustrious, replete 
With the kind virtues of domestic life; 

Yet clpthecf with queenly dignity, art thou 
The polestar of thy dynasty. Great Oueen! 

The idol of thy people, and the hope 

* ' ' ' ----- --*-•- - --- - V . - 

* • 
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OttB TO VltTQRIA. * 

—r - -' ..... . ... 

# 

Of all who love their country; may’at thou rule 
Serene, majcstical, and undisturbed 
By civil broils, revolts, or foreign wars; 

Thrice blest in,thy rctirertient, and embraced 
In the rich fulness of a nation’s love, 

To hoary age. Thy Consort, virtti!>us Prince, , 
Patron of education, science, art; 

Who wears his l 9 )nors gracefully, and wins 
Golden opinions from all ranks'of men. 

Noble, or meaner peasant: well deserved,— 

Live to adorn thy courirwith grateful ^fruits. 

Cull’d from the tree of knowledge, and entwine 
Wreaths from Calliope, amidst the gems 
That sparkle on thy crown;—^long to uphold, 

. By counsel s^e, thy sceptre; and when cares 
Of stat^ tliat press thy royal brow, are laid 
^ide ; thy privacy, w ith dalliance sweet,' * , ^ 
Encircled by his merry oftspriug, charm. 

Of whom the foremost Albert,^ may thy son 
^ lUign like his parent, well-beloved; in peace 
'Maintain his sway,—nor till the end of time 
A monarch e’er be wanting, sprung frorn^thee, 

To fill triy regal seat. With pride and love 
Hie I’russian eagle cherish well thy%ift, 

* The gentle British dove. Where’er the sun 

M _ ____ 




Illuminates this far revolving glot^. 

From pole to pole, in her diurnal course, 

Some^ortion of thy wide dominion falls 

Beneath his rays. Wherever the ocean binds 

His icy corslet in the frigid zone. 

Or rolls his waters*round that sunny land,. 

Where the soft breath of balmy zephyr sighs 

’Mid groves of cinnamon; o’er |ocky shore 

. And undulating coast j o’er piountain, vale 5 

In island, colony, dependency 5 

In polished circle, and in forest home * 

Of the rude Bushman; swells the song, the sliout, 

^ Britannia rule the waveS|’ Britannia’s Oucen 

For ever in the deep affection live 

Of countless faithful si^bjccts;—^live to guard 

Thy country’s welfare,—spread thy gentle sway 

H In peace, and arts, and commerce;—above all. 

The bulwarks of our zion to Uphold, ^ 

! For beauteous on the mountains are thy feet, 

Who bring’st the Gospel-light to them thcit sit 

In Brahma’s dark idolatry.—Thy crown 

, Will thus to thy posterity descend 

Secure and stainless, when the King oACings 

Shall call thee to inherit iui its stead » 

* * * * 

A diadem of inftnortality.” 


j 
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CllELMSPOUT), WHO PELL M<*ttTALLY WOUNDED 
IN THE BATTLE OF CIIURPOORAII, FEBRUARY 

'Oth, 1858. 

!• ■■■■ '■! ■ -■■■ 

I • ♦ 

^ Behold the youthful warrior! tiur and strong. 

Inflamed with z^ul to aid his country's cause; 

In manhood’s prime, resigning fatherland, 

The choicest comfort|^ of a happy home, 

The thousand hallowed ties that twine around, 

I * 

(Heaven-rborn though linked to earth) the old fire¬ 
side. 

' Hope gilds the prospect to his ardent eye, 

And nirves his soiil toward the distant shore. 
Where England’s empir# menaced, lott’ring standi^ 
Imjploring aid,—^fiill many a bosom yearns 
O’er the wide sefla that binds the broad terrene,^ 
For tidings of its loved ones—bids him speed. 
And raire among the brave on India’s plain3;j 
. Who guard Britatini^s banners, bold and free; 
Their breasts her bulwarks,' to defend her throne. 
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Behold the youthful warrior! on the plain^ 

Where the brave sons of Britain stem the tide 
Of anarchy; he stands intrepid there, 

Among the foremost of that noble barid,- 
Who rush upon the foe, at Churpoorah, 

AriJ strike for victory—not t* increase her sway. 
And forge new chains for meaner race‘offeen, 

* As ancient conquerors have wrought of old. 

In wild ambition—^lust of lawless rule; 

To drag new captives at their chariot wheels, 
Insq^ibe their names th’ oppressors of mankind-— 
But*t(> protect her own, redeem her fame. 

Alas! he falls*, e’ert as the trumpet note 
Of joyful triumph swells upon the ey; 

They bear him from’ the field; no tender care 
Of mother’s, sister’s love, attends the couch, 

■ Where faint, the wounded, hero lies, expires; 

Yet there are loving hearts and gentle hands 
To soothfe his dying throes—brave men are there, ^ 
Stern warriors, who weep a comrade’s loss. 

Though not to weeping given; who grieve around. 
Bathe his pale brow, and catch his part^^ng smile. 

Mourn for the fallen warrior! yet mourn not 

With sorrow overmuch—bright was his course, 

<' • 
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As meteor swift, that shoots at midnight hour 
Athwart the hehvcns, and leaves its golden track 
Amid the azure; lends its transient blaze 
Awhile to the expanse, where thousand orbs. 

Of fainter lustre, shine with humbler light. 

He fell, brave youth, not as some brave men fell, 
Surprised at social meal; or while at ease. 
Inhaling the mild hookah^s fragrant breath * 
In cool Verandah; or, on bended knee. 

In sacred walls, their God while worshipping; 

But in the arms of glory, where the bold ^ 
S^ood front to front, undaunted met the f«e,’— 
Where Valour snatched immortal wreaths from 
• Fame; 

n ^ , 

And, weei3ing, crowned her dying hero’s bro\v. 

Thrice bless’d the youthful warrior!.‘o’er his 
tomb 

Let gentle Pity breathe her fondest sighs; 

And Faith, the first-born daughter of the heavens, 
Wave mild her wand, and point beyond the grave; 
Where, through the ages of eternity, 

Mercy, white-robed, shall light her silver lamp 
At seraph’s beams, and high uplift the veil 
That hides, from mortal eyes, the hidden springs 
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Of Providence,—reveal its wond^rou^ plan,— 
Trace in its windings ,—The Eternal mind ,—^ 
While worlds on worlds of blissful spirits join 
In loud Amen. Whatever on earth is dark 
And clothed with -mystery, shall there be plain. 

Hope shall, enraptured, stay her eagle flight 

• 

Within the empyrean; fold her shining wings. 
And find glad rest beneath Emanuel’s throne. 
Content.—Eternal love, awake her lyre. 

Lead the celestial choirs with golden harps, 

To hymn immortal lays of praise to Him, 

Him first. Him last. Him midst, and without 
. * end,’^ • 

Who worketh all things well for His redeemed. 



SlfealLwm Ikes. 


THE LIFE-BOAT. 

% — 

"Tis night—the golden sun hath long retired 
Behind the shadows of the darkened west— 

And in a humble cottage^ near the sea, ^ 

A mother sits, nursing her only c^ild; » 
Expectant,.for she waits the glad return 
From foreign clime, of him she fondjy loves. 

Her husband. Sad their past estate, the lot 
Of many—early wedded days—^begun 
With much of promi^, soon Sad flitted by. 

And sad reverses on their fate had set 
The seaft)f poverty. So he, bold heart, * 

Had gone to seek in a far distant land. 

The bread he could not earn with honesty 
At home.—^And how she counteci^ the long days. 
The weary livelong days, the weeks, the months. 
The years of absence; how, with trembling hands. 
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She,conned each fond epistle o’er and o’er, 

And read with anxious thought and sympathy. 

The story pf each manly effort there, 

Alone—or how she prayed with truthful soul. 

And hope(^, still lingering on, e’en agmnst hope. 

No eye had seen but His, the Infinite. 

Blest faith in woman! in the deepest gloom. 

To look beyond, and trust a brighter dawn. 

And now her wishes crowned—oh joy! too great 
* For utterance!—^The good ship, Mary Ann,” • , 
Has reached the ofi\ng, bearing as its freight. 

Her dear one. On He beach till close of day. 

She wandered |o and fro, Vatching its sails 
O’er the wide ocean. Now, with restless^mien. 
She whiles away, (hoping, yet fearing still,) 

The few short hours that shall complete her bliss. 

Gebtly she lays her nursling down to rest, « 
And softly whispers o’er its little bed,— 

‘‘ Hush, hush, my child! thy father’s on the sea; 
He comes!—^yon bark restores him to our home 
Then, stealing to the casement, looks once more 
Upon the world-wide waters. There are signs 
That indicate a coming storm ;• the wind 
Is rising, and the waves roll angrily: 
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Spell-bound, she watches on;—the heavens grow 
black. 

Deep thunders echo o’er the raging main,* 

Forked lightning flashes through the midnight 
shade; ^ ^ 

Far, on the deep, a bright red glare is seen, 
Resplendent through the darkness that surrounds. 
Hark! ’tls a gun,—the signal of distress! 

The ship is struck—Fire! Fire! a ship on fire!” 
Wildly she rushes to the neighbouring strand. 

And mingles with the crowd of fishermen 
Already there, scanning witPtronbled eye. 

The boiling surface of the stormy ^eep. 

there no help?” she cries, “what! none?” 
Alas! • 

* 

No common boat can live in such a sea. 

“Then heaven be with them now! farewell all hope! 

• ft 

Farewell, loved husband I woifid that 1 could die 
For thee 1—Father of mercy! in thy love 
I Be with the widow and her orphan child! ” 

Suddenly, a voice is heard 
Above the roaring of the deaf’ning blast— 

“ The Life-boat! the Life-boat 1 launch the*Life¬ 
boat 1 

% 

I 

# 
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C^uick! man the Lifcrboatl’’—Soon the darin;^ crew 
Are pulling through the surf with brawny arms^ 
Each man a Hercules. With straining eyes. 

She gazes on their headlong, trackless course— 
They’re los^ ingulfed amid th’ unpitying brine— 
No 1 see, they rise again—they struggle on— 
Borne on the foaming crest of mountain wave! — 
They near the ship!—Rescue ! at least, a part 
Are saved.” Brave spirits! England, proud art 
thou 

Of thy staunch msudners, and justly j^oo. 

Twice, through the^ild, tempestuous elements. 
Urged by undaunted hearts, and willing hands. 
The Life-boat plies its perilled way, and Isihds 
Its living burden safely on the shore. 

With rapid glance, and eager scrutiny, * 

She marks each form in turn.—Oh! agony. 

He is not thlre. Around the burning ship 
The flames curl hideously, one mass of fire. 
Mocking the luriif sky; save in one spot. 

One narrow spot of deck^ where human souls 
Stand crowded close, intensely visible, 

Clinging to rope and mast, with frantic cry, 
Imploring aid from l&nd. Quickened in zeal. 
Once more the hardy boatmen brave the deep. 
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(Errand of mercy, fraught with life or death) • 
And, thrice successful, till of all the sum 
That counted on that vessel’s muster roll. 

Not one is wanting. Say, can fancy paint 
The ecstacy of those released from ^ith; 

The exile’s long embrace; his partners tears 
Of thankfulness; or when in quiet home. 

On bended knee, their grateful offering 
Of praise, arose, wafted from earth to heaven, 
ByTiov’ring angels ? —No ! be silent,- Muse, 
Such themes are sacred; thou may’st only sing. 
That while tlie great and nobl^of the earth. 
Statesmen and warriors, have each their deeds 
Blazoned on statue, or on marble tomb. 

And oft immortalized in lofty song; 

Within two humble breasts of modest worth. 

Is chronicled* alone in*mem6ry’s page. 

The awful terrors of that fearful nighlK 
And that in future years shall still be told. 
Around their blazing hearth, onPwinter’s eve, 

A household legend, a familiar tale,— 

The courage of the .gallant Life-boat crew, 
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THE HOSE AND THORN. 


THE i-OED HAH PLU^^KKl) A KOSK AMi I‘ltK»ENT£D IT TO UJS 
* OAUGUTER. 


Behoi.d beauteous op’ning bud^ 
Nor deem it little worth; 

It lifts its incense to the skies. 

The fairest flower of earth. 


Queen of the garden, lovely rose. 
Refreshing as the morn; 

Thus fair, thus bright, its slender stem 
Bears many a hidden thorn. 


Would’st thou inhale its balmy sweets. 

Its fragrant odours breathe ? 

Would’st thou its thousand glowing tints 
Amid thy tresses wreathe ? 

With its pure native loveliness 
Thy golden locks adorn ? 

Take heed ! lest while you press the flow’cr. 
Your hand receive the thorn. 


Yet stay! it s^^eaks, a precept gives; 

Mortals ! of every grade 
All pleasure is ephemeral. 

And, like the rose must fade. 


MISCELl^ANEOUS^ PIEC1P8. 

Whilst the dark catalogue of ills, 

By human nature borne, 

Keminds us—life is like the rose, 

Beset with many a thorn. 

In infancy, in youth, each pulse 
With hope beats joyously, 

And heavcn^s own halo gUds the scene 
Of bright futurity; 

But soon our sunlit skies are dark, 
And we too often mourn. 

That promised joys elude our grasp, 

* And leave behind—a thorn. 

Beware * lest when old age has come,, 
And wrinkles cloud thy brow, 

Life, like a barren stock, shall yield 
No s^ets that please thee now. 
Press not, too closely, the delights 
From Pleasure’s fountains drawn; 
Remember ’ he, who lightly holds 
The rose—escapes the thorn. 

Transcendent gem of Nature’s works. 
Whose budding beauties rise, 

And gladden earth in magic spell, 
With hues of Paradise. 
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Emblem of every earthly joy. 

May it our spirits warn; 

Terrestrial bliss can never be 
A rose—without a thorn. 

Were I to breathe a wish for thee, 

Alas! to wish is vain; 

^Twould be, that you, my dearest child. 
Might ne^cr feel grief or pain; 
Affliction never be thy lot, 

Thy breast by anguish torn; 

III short, that life might prove to thee — 
A rose without a thorn. 

Remember, too, that there arc fields 

Where flowers immortal bloom ; 

Scenes of unfading bliss, beyond 

The portals of the tomb. 

Strive, earnestly, by faith ami prayer. 

To win that heavenly bourn, 

\Micre every holy joy shall prove— 

A rose without a thorn. 

« 

TRUE BEAUTY. 

A. FUAOMEXT. 

It was not beauty, such as poets dream. 
Or artists hive to pencil, finelv^drawn, 
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With nicelj^ chiselled brow, and raven locks; 

1 A skin of alabaster; features set. 

And limned in fair proportions, in the pure 
Undeviating style of Grecian moi^ld ; 

. That won his heart: these have their charms for 
all. 

Her eyes were bright—not beautiful—^and spake, 
(For they did speak) a generous flow of soul; 

And when she smiled, her very smile so sweet. 
Seemed to,diffuse new joys,—^her words were few. 
Harmoniously blended in soft tones. 

And wisely chosen—^rich, and full of point; 

Her mien was graceful; every action teemed 
With pious reverence and charity,— 

Sure indication, that within her breast 
Ileavdn's high and holy influence reigned supreme. 
And wheresoe’er she moved, there seemed to move 
, The gentle spirit of another sphere— 

; The realm of love. 

I 

j 


I THE SICK CHIliD TO HIS. MOTHER. 

Leave me not. Mother! let thy gentle hands 
Still circle me in tfnderness and love 1 



THE SICK CHILD TO HIS MOTHER. 


. Upon thy bosom let me rest in peace 
My weary head 1 yet cdoser still! the night 
Is cold and drear; dark shadows flit^ 

And unknown faces peer around my bed 
•When thou art gone; dear mother! leave me not I 

Mother 1 sometimes I dream of hap|l^ scenes; 
Of valleys drest in everlasting green, ^ 

Where spring dies not, and winter nevei*comes : 
df sunny skies; and of another home. 

Where all is loveliness, and beauty blooms 
Complete; ^such as I nexer see, awake* 1— 

While blissful angels, hov’ring roimif me, chant 
The strains of praise, my lips have learned from 
thee. 

Mother! if death should snatch me from thee 
now! 

Wilt thou not meet me in that happy land ? 

And tread with me the verdant hills of heaven ?— 
Say, hath it temples like the domes of earth ? 

And is death banished from its purer glades ? 
Shall we meet father there } and all the fric;nds 
We loved so fondly, while enchained below ? 

Mother I I used to sit upon thy knee. 

At eventide! thy daily labour o’or. 
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And thou hast formed my infant lips to prayer! ' 
OJi! pray beside me now, as thou wert wont! 

Or sing once more that sweet consdling hymn. 
That oft has hushed me oh a winter’s eve! 

Mother! dear mother! sing yet once again. 

And softlf^ lull me in thine arms to rest! 


THE OLD CATHEDRAL. 

I Lov^thec, old cattiedral! 

Thy venerable spire. 

Thy sunlit aisles, thy chequered roof. 
Thine organ’s peal, and choir! 

For, o’er and o’er, thy timeworn stones 
My father’s, footsteps trod ; 

Through many a century, within 
Thy walls,—they worshipped God. 

1 love thee, old cathedral I 
Thy sacred precincts raise 

Within my breast a holy joy, 

A chastened theme of praise. 

I love thy solemn services. 

To thee of old belong. 
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Resounding through thy spacious dome^ 
The anthem’s noble song. 

And round thee, old cathedral. 

Hath clung from days of yore. 

Full many a legend, bright anS old, 

Of customs now no more; 

Of gorgeous wealth and panoply, 

Of knight and pilgrim’s shrine. 

Of solemn fasts and festivals, 

Their day and their decline. 

I love thee, old cathedral I 
The relics‘Of thy dead. 

Thy trophies, and thy monuments, 

Shall e’er be hallowed: 

For there the mightiest and the best 
Of earth in honor lay; 

Thftir antique tombs may, crumbling, fall, 
Their names can ne’er decay. 

Long maj’^st thou, old cathedral, 

1(1 lofty grandeur rise; 

Within my native land ujirear 
Thy turrets to the skies. 

No sacrilegious hand be found. 

To dim thy sacred laftc; 
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. And Ei^land, while she worships^ still 
Thine ancient walls retain. 


ON RETURNING A LEAD PENCIL. 

My. youthful fricndj in playful mood I took 
This trifle from thee, and in friendship’s book, 
Love’s fond remembrancer would read, and fain 
Redeem the pledgegave, in humble strain. 
I’U sing the loj I wish thee!—may^st thou be 
As fortunate as may be good for thee; 

Zealous in virtue’s paths, yet not a drone; 

Thy life an innocent but joyous one. 

A mod’rate share of this dull world’s estate; 
Lest you neglect a better—not too gi*caj. 

Be happy in thy social ties, the best ; 

Of earth, without them none can here be blest. 
Enjoying health, God’s greatest gift to man ; 
Abuse it not, for no one safely can. 

•These all possessing, love and friendship "too, 
(This last I ever hope to share with you.) 

Here, on this cai'thly ball, may’st thgu attain 
A good old age; then, rise with God to reigij. 
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When worlds, convulsed, in horrid torture roll,— 
And awful thunders shake the guilty soul;— 
Glories eternal be thy portion then. 

Among the chosen, the redeemed of men; 

Bright be thy waking on the trumpet morn; 

Thy home, for ever, with the heavenly born; 

This be thy lot,—and let our earnest prayer 
Ascend, that we may meet each dear friend there. 


THE DEMAGOGUE. 

It chanced, that roaming through the broad 
higlnvay, 

A shout I heard, and cries tumultuous; 

And Avondhang much Avhat fervid ccstacy 
Could move to stimulate the loud acclaim— 

Aside my quickened steps I turned, to view 
The cause, (if cause might be) of wild applaust^. 
Nor long I sought: u[}on a platform, decked 
With quaint devices of malignant aim. 

Unde banners flaunting Avith opprobrious hate. 
Fold insult, jest obsci’.nc, and vile sarcasm 
Against the high, and good, and wise ; there stood 
A dwarfish man, Avho, pacing to and Irci, 
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Gave utterance to most unholy thoughts^ 

Petulant ravings of intense desire 
To abrogate all social order. lie was apt 
At all those cunning arts and quips of speech. 
Wherewith the ill-disposed and restless, oft 
Mislead the multitude; and when he spake. 

His turgid checks swelled with big sounding 
words, 

Senseless, yet fraught w'ith danger to the boors 
That gaped around in rustic ignorance. 

He railed against his country with foul zest; 
Abused her institutions ; called her base; 

And ridiculed, with sick’ning blasphemy, 

The golden epochs that have made her great. 
Renowned among the nations of the earth. 

And as he paced, shaking his pompous head 
In mitnic grandeur, his shrill, piping voice 
Rose high above the throng,—Were he in power, 
HeM manage all things well; revise the law's, 
Uproot the monarchy, and scatter wide. 
Throughout the land, the old nohility. 

As wandering mendicants from door to door; 
Commerce rc-anirnatc, bring wealth to all; 
Equality and liberty proclaim ; 

Knowledge the only power revered on earth. 
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Reason the only god—Freedom should then. 
Bursting despotic chains of priests and kings, 

Bid from corruption’s fall, Utopia rise.” 

And ever and anon, in crafty guise. 

He did so garnish truth and mingle it 
With falsehood in his loose and frothy words, 
That sober men, of moderate intellect. 

Were oft beguiled to vex their simple minds 
With the crude fancies of his frenzied brain. 
Pernicious to the common weal was he; 

Insidious, dang’rous counsellor of ill 
To honest peasants, whom with discontent 
And envious seeds of jcaloiisy he filled. 

Against the skill and opulence, from which 
They gained their daily bread—iintrustful thes6 
Became to their employers; who, aloof 
Held IVom such proud, infatuated men. 

Illiterate, who knew not what or why 
They cheered so lustily. And as I marked 
The idle, thievish group that stood around. 

Their tattered garments flutt’ring in the breeze, 

I saw them wave their ragged ca})S on high. 

At each fresh burst of blasphemy, and shout— 

“ Good, knave! well said; we Avill be slaves no 
more.” 
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Misguided mind! can no judicious friend 
Stay thy career, and hush thy swelling roar 
Of impious folly, with the just restraint 
That wasted intellect and shattered thought 
Claim at the hand of heaven-born charity ? 
Yet art tho'u conscious of the ill thou dost. 
For in thy trait’rous breast thou hast an aim, 
A deadly one;—thy soul hath vilely warped 
The noblest gift of God, to basest ends. 
Pursue thy wretched course of villany. 

Utter thy maledictions far and wide. 

Yet shalt thou fail; the pillars of the state 
Are firmly fixed on true and faithful hearts,— 
All loyal men regard thee with disdain. 


SONG: 

THE RAINCLOUD. 

Raincloud ! thou wast born mid the blaze of 
flay. 

Of old ocean^s waves, where the dolphins play; 
And thy shadowy form uprose to the sky, 

A gorgeous and sunlit canopy. 

Hail, raincloud ! hail to thee. 

Giant child of the briny sea ! 
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All nature is needing thy cooling streams. 

For the sun hath scorched all with his fiery beams; 
No gems deck the grasses, no pearly drops lie 
In the cup of the flow’ret, for famine is nigh. 

Hail, &c. 

Raincloud! thou shalt ride, and thy fountains pour 
Where red lightnings flash, and deep thunders 
roar; 

^Mid the darkness of night, thy thrice welcome 
showers 

Shall wake to new gladness the herbage and flowers. 
Hail, &c. 

Raincloud ! many eyes have been watching for 
thee; 

Many hearts shall rejoice thine advent to see ; 

For thy treasures shall spread o’er valley and field. 
That, clothed with new verdure, rich harvests shall 
yield. 

Hail, &c. 

All hail, then, oh raincloud I all hail to thee. 
Thou gigantic child of the briny sea! 

Hope of the husbandman, joy of the earth. 

That crownest with beauty a land of dearth. 

Hail, &c. 
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TO THE NIGHTINGALE. 

Sweet midnight serenader of the groves! 

The burden <rf thy heaven-taught melody, 

So \vild and varied, stirs my ravished soul 
To a new theme of praise ; to Him, who gave 
Thee, gentle Philomel, the gift of song. 

Hark ! to her music warbled in the glade, 

Now sighing softly to the listening moon. 

That walks in modest glory through the sky. 
Guardian of night,—now swelling on the breeze, 
Till hill and dale repeat the liquid strain! 

Gueen of the sylvan songsters! from thy notes 
The mind ascends to nobler concerts, where 
The chorus of ten thousand white-robed choirs, 

In wondering echo, wakes the crystal dome. 

The arch of heaven.—Methinks I hear the sound 
Of golden harps, celestial, seraph-tuned. 

Wafted ethereal, from star to star— 

III holiest cadence, lost amid the bounds. 

The chartless confines of infinity. 

Child of mortality ! dar’st thou to raise 
Thy humble aspirations to His throne. 

Whom throngs of angels worship day and night 
Unceasingly ? Thou may’st; for round His seat. 
The mercy seat, the spirits of just men. 
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Made perfect^ sing His praises; and from earthy 
Songs of thanksgiving rise from all His saints. 

In raptured accents, offering of love, 

Sanctified by .His Spirit—through His Son, 
Accepted as a fitting sacrifice: 

Yea, He hath said, that from the mouth of babes 
And sucklings He ordaineth perfect praise. 


LINES IN MEMORY OF ADELAIDE, 
DOWAGER QUEEN OF WILLIAM IV. 

Farewell Britannia’s much loved Queen! thy 
corse 

The cold tomb covers, and thy sleeping dust 
Lies silent, where no ruthless hand shall e’er 
Disturb thy calm repose. No more to thee 
The sceptred pageantry of throne and power 
Can now avail.—Thy glitt’ring diadem 
Exchanged for one of brighter, purer gems. 

Than all the costly diamonds that decked 
Thy brow on earth.—Thyself attendant now. 

In that blest palace, where the Uncreate, 

Monarch of monarchs holds His court, unveiled. 
Nor envious tongue, nor calumny, nor care 
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Can shed within the glorious precincts 
A baleful influence. Thrice happy thoii> 

Whose life was charity—whose end was peace. 

The muffled peal, the dark habiliment 
Of public mourning, and Britannia’s tears. 

Attest how well she loved thee—and thy name 
Shall live upon the page of history: 

Not blazoned with the fame of mighty deeds. 

Or skill in court intrigue;—but nobler far. 

As one whose virtues in the highest state 
Of earthly dignity, a monarch’s sphere. 

Shone brightly forth; nor less when called again 
Back to the quietude of private life; 

Content, within its dull obscurity, 

Though not obscure, unmurm’ring, to resign 
The pomp and homage of thy regal sway; 

To spend thy latter days in pious acts. 

The gen’rous friend of poverty and woe. 

Blest lot! and when, hereafter, men shall pass 
The costly monument, the sculptured stone. 

That marks the narrow spot of sacred earth, 
Where rests thy peaceful clay,—shall softly tread. 
And pausing, say, Here wait, in glorious hope 
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Of immortality, the archangel’s blast. 

The trumpet of the resurrection morn. 

The relics of a Christian Queen—^here lie. 

The loved remains of Adelaide the Good.” 

LINES ON THE DAY OF GENERAL 
THANKSGIVING FOR THE ABATEMENT 
OF THE CHOLERA—1849. 

When Pestilence throughout our land had 
stalked 

Like some grim tyrant, conquering whom he 
would; 

Laying the mighty low, the rich, the poor. 

The old and young; and human aid was sought 
Alas! too oft in vain ; when round our hearths, 
The living trembling stood, awe>struck, and 
mourned 

The dying and the dead; and each one asked, 
But asked himself, in vain, w'hether on him 
Another sun should blaze—or on his tomb— 
’Twas then the earnest aspiration rose 
From crowded altars, to the Great Triune, 

In humblest accents—Spare, in pity spare 
Our guilty land, nor let Thy chast’ning wrath 
Burn yet more fiercely; for Thy promise stands 
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Firmly secure, ** I'liat whensoever prayer 
Or supplication shall be made from earth 
To heaven. Thy dwelling-place—‘Thine ear attent. 
Shall hear,” nor scorn the guilty suppliant’s cry. 
’Twas heard and answered; from Thy lofty throne. 
Celestial mercy spread her silver wings. 

And took her willing flight down to this globe. 
The plague was stayed; and now from thousand 
tongues. 

From palace and from cot, and from the place 
Where we are wont to meet and worship God, 
The song of praise in holiest cadence swells,— 
And Christian England bids the world behold 
A nation bow the knee in gratitude. 

Oh! let not this suffice ! let not this day 
Be soon forgotten ; nor the trifling gift 
Of gold or silver, offering of thanks. 

Be thought enough to pay kind heaven the debt 
We owe for mercies past; but let each man 
To fellow man, in love and charity 
Be more unite; while acts of piety, 

And faith, and kindnesses from all to all, 

Prove our sincerity.—^^fhus shall we best 
Prevent God’s wrath, and ’scape in future years 
His fiery scourge, the noisome pestilence. 



STAUGGLB ON. 


STRUGGLE ON. 

Christian soldier struggle on, 

Ere the fire of youth be gone; 

Bend thine energies aright; 

Strive, endued with heavenly might; 

Let thy spirit feel the beauty 
Of a soul well nerved for duty. 

Though ungodly men repute thee, 

Scorned by them. 

Youth may be begirt with 
Grief thy cup of misery fill; 

Manhood bring thee sterner woes, 

Age thy course with sadness close; 

Aim the blessedness of feeling, 

O’er thy chastened spirit stealing. 

Less of earth—to thee revealing 

More of heaven. 

Prospects may be dark and dreary. 

Heart and hands grow faint and weary,— 
Live the precepts learned in youth, 
Never leave the paths of truth; 

Darkest clouds shall pass away. 

Blackest night give place to day, 
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Sunshine break with golden raj^ 

Struggle on. 

F^th shall aid^ with strength divine; 

Hope, with heaven^trimmed lamp shall shine 
O’er thy path in life or death ; 

Seraphs catch thy latest breath; 

Thousand saints thine advent greeting, 
When thy pulse with anguish beating. 

Thou from earth and time retreating, 

Thy struggles o’er. 


CHRISTMAS EVE. 

(a SmPLB TALE IN IRREOULAB METRE.) 

One Christmas eve the night was drear. 
The air blew cold and keen, 

And snowflakes fell in quick’ning clouds, 
As fast as e’er was seen; 

The biting blast wailed loud and shrill. 
With noisy echo o’er vale and hill; 

And many a house-wife heard the sound, 
And gathered her children closer round 
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Her warm fireside^ while she piled on high. 

The faggot wood blazing cheerily. 

A noble sat in his drawing-room. 

Conning the fav’rite page. 

Of poet or historian. 

Divine or ancient sage; 

But the more he read, the less his mind. 

To follow the author felt inclined ; 

Some hidden influence seemed to steal 
Over his spirit,—apt to feel 
For the stricken sons of poverty, 

Shadowed with want and misery. 

The noble turned in his euvsy chair. 

With thoughtful, anxious look, 

His fancy for study had passed away. 

He rose, and closed his book; 

And throwing his mantle o’er his form, 
lie left his drawing-room close and warm; 

And sallying forth this wintry night. 

He y)accd his way ’mid a blaze of light, 

Through the crowded streets,—^yet scarce knew 
why. 

For his own fireside blazed cheerily. 



96 


MISCELLANEOUS PIECES 


I It may be, that kind heaven to some 
! A special message sends 

To work its will, and to their acts 
A special guidance lends; 

' Thus while he passed through lane and street, 

1 Where many an urchin with busy feet, 

: Trod nimbly on in childish glee. 

And longed for to-morrow’s revelry; 

And dreamed as he walked with bright’ning eye, 

! Of the Christmas log blazing cheerily; 

\ 

1 

I 

i 

I He saw a half-clad, half-starved child, 
i Gazing with anxious thought, 

I And woe spread o’er his wistful face, 
i At the viands others bought; 
j Who, Avhile he gazed, his little breast. 

In heaving sighs his sad lot confessed; 

i _ 

That to him the season brought no joy, 

For he was but a poor and hungiy boy; 

That for him Christmas eve, with its gaiety. 
Brought no fireside blazing cheerily. 

The noble paused, and looked awhile, 

I For pity had beguiled 
i llis gen'rous soul, and thus addressed 
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I The careworn sorron^ing child:— 

“ Tell me, my little wandering son; 

Hath Christmas eve for thee no fun;— 

No bright rejoicings;—why thine heart, 

Amid its merriment bears no part;— 

Why canst thou not with others cry : 

' Hail, Christmas eve! blazing cheerily ? ” 

The child looked up with modest glance, 

And scanned the noble’s face; 

! And o’er his visage quickly ran 
I The mantling blush apace; 
i For there’s a magic in mercy’s tone. 

That, however the heart may feel sad and lone 
Seems to fathom the hidden depths within. 
From its darkest caverns in love to win 
Its secrets—though, too oft, they lie 
In the deepest recesses of misery. 

The softened accents touched his soul. 

And he made this sad reply. 

With shaking frame and quivering lip. 

While the tear drop dimmed his eye: 

“ Alas ! to me this mirthful night 
Brings nought to gladden my aching sight; 
The season that brings to others joy 
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Mocks but the eye of the hungry boy; 
Amid its glad festivity. 

For me no hearth blazes cheerily. 

“ In yonder house, in yonder lane. 

My poor sick father lies; 

My mother round his pallet waits. 

To soothe his anguish tries. 

No food has she,—no fire,—no friend, 
With pitying bosom an ear to lend; 

I And o’er her tale of calamity 
1 Drop the sweet tear of sympathy; 

! Comfort her little ones that cry 

I For a fireside blazing cheerily. 

i 

I 

!' For we arc very, very poor; 

I 

Kind fortune hath not smiled 
For many a day within our home. 

On parent or on child. 

And while to-morrow’s sun may bring 
To others bliss,—I am wondering. 
Whether, on such a happy day, 

A barren crust may chance find its way 

To us, from where festivity 

Rings high, round a fire blazing cheerily.” 
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The noble bent toward the cliild, 

(Of noble soul was he; 

And they speak falsely who assert 
The rich lack charity;) 

For o’er his breast had spread the glow 
That only loving spirits can know ; 

Bidding him haste to {)oint the way 
Where his poor suffering father lay, 
lie quickly reached the garret high 

Where no Christmas fire blazed chcerih. 

• 

There, like some heavenly messenger. 

On deed of mercy sent. 

With gentle mien, and feeling heart. 

An ear of pity lent; 

Provided quick with liberal zeal. 

Physician, fuel, and healthful meal; 

Promise of future aid supplied; 

■ Then knelt and prayed by the sick man’s side; 

Dispelled the shades of misery 
. IVoiii this wretched abode of poverty. 

Oh! hadst thou heard the whispered prayer 
As the noble left his bed, 

The sick man breathed to the Holy One, 
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For blessings on his head; 

The tearful thanks the faithhil wife 
Sobbed o’er the loved partner of her life; 
Within that humble chamber stood^— 

Hadst learned the rapture of doing good ; 

E’en the children lisped in’ecstasy 

His name,—^round their fire blazing cheerily. 

The morrow came, and in his hall. 

Chief of the festive board. 

The noble sat with those he loved, 

And ^11 wealth could afford; 

And while the fire blazed fierce and high. 
And the sparks flew fast and merrily; 

He, smiling, viewed each glist’ning eye 
"That laughed in the Christmas revelry; 

And traced in each the type of joy 
Diffused in the home of the hungi*y boy. 

And there went up an angel form 
To the bright realms above. 

Who wrote wit^ii a holy book 
The noble’s deed of love. 

And thferc went forth a soft, sweet voice. 
Bidding thfe sons of mercy rejoice; 
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For, that a cup of water given* 

In faith—to one with deep anguish riven, 
Should never unrewarded be. 

Nor forgotten throughout eternity. 


THE LtJLLABY. 

(a fact.) 


The morning was fair, ^twas a summer sky; 

A mother sat hushing her infant to rest; 

The sun in the azure shone gloriously, 

As fondly she pressed the babe close to her breast. * 
S^e heeded not danger—^yet danger was nigh 
* To'change to sad wailing, her soft lullaby. 


A tempest arose, how swiftly it sped; 

And dark shadows spread far o’er mountain and 
grot; 

Forked lightnings flashed fast round her innocent’s 
bed; 

Loud thunders pealed over the mother’s lone cot; 

I Though trembling, she hushed him, for danger 
was nigh, 

j She ceased not one moment her soft lullabv. 


I 

I 

I 


t 



102 


MISCEliLANEOUS PIECES. 


Once more she bent o^er him, and breathing a 
prayer, ^ 

As the tempest still rolled in its fury above,*— « 
One flash mok’e severe had swept through the air, 
And^ his spirit had fled to the regions of love; 
Another quick followed;—^^vith one gentle sigh. 
The mother had died, and her soft lullaby. 


LIFE. 

(a fragment.) 

Oh ! hast thou ever walked upon the shore. 
The pebbled shore, on summer’s morn, and viewed 
The bright sun gilding o’er its tranquil waves ^ 
How lovely! Scarce a breath disturbs the calm • 
ocean’s bosom.—Vessels glide along, 

With sunlit sails, and all creation beams 
One happy scene of harmony and love. 

The day revolves, and perhaps at eventide. 

Fierce winds arise, and lash the foaming main 
In billows mountains high;—dark clouds portend. 
And rolling thunders peal athwart the heavens. 
Till nature, plunged in universal w'ar, 
llebcls against*herself; and many a S|ail, 

That cut the waters in the noontide fair. 
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Proudly^ and bravely,—now a wreck—^engulfcd,— 

Or tempest-tossed, a wanderer o’er the deep. 

And such is life: ’neath childhood’Aioming sun. 
Our bark floats gaily o’er the sea of time; 

All seems serene and bright; but soon ’tis dark, ' ] 
And darker still to most, as time rolls on 
Apace, and ushers in the night of age. 

Happy the man, who, by a heavenly chart, 

Hath steered his course; whose anchor, firmly fixed 
Within the Rock of Ages,—^rides at last. 

Securely havened, where alone is peace,— 

While thousands—^lost.:— 


THE MOTHER’S GRAVE. 

(a pbagmbnt.) 

Farewell! swfet spirit, thou hast found a 
home; 

A haven free from storms—m cloudless sky; 

A bright abode amid ethereal light. 

Breathe softly, zephyrs, o’er the resting place. 
Where we have laid in peace her mortal part. 
Heir-loom from Adam—^it shall rise again; 

For on that aged brow, now cold in deaths 
The second Adam, too, hath ^^1^ i 
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Yes^ it shall rise again immortally. 

Bright in His image, with the mighty dead. 

Though nature pine, and deep emotions swell. 
Let grief be hallowed! heaving breast, be still! 
Thought, centre on the spirit^s blest estate 
Of life and love, of vast eternal bliss I— 

That lies not here. This frail and mouldering form 
Is but the casket that Qontained the gem; 

Yet as such, it is dear, and we will keep 
This narrow spot of earth—^thy quiet grave— 
Still sacred to thy name. 

No monui^ental stone, no lofty shrine. 

No quaiilt device of man, no artistes skUl, 

We need to mark the simple grassy mound 
That rises o’er thee, in the churchyard sod; 

For thou shalt live upon the ilnfading page 
Of sweet remembrances; and age shall bring 
With each succeeding* year that rolls its course 
Along th’ unfathomed destiny of time. 

Some record of thy love. 


Mother, we weep not now in grief for thee. 
But bless the hand that spared thee here so long;- 
And while we gaze upon thine upward flight,, 
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Our senses long to pierce thy blest retreat; 

Our thoughts expand^ our bosoms swell with hope^ 
* To follow thee to the bright realms above^ 

Once more to’meet thee in the world of love. 


THE TRAVELLER TO HIS NATIVE SPOT. 
« 

While thought remains can I forget 
The island home that gave me birth ? 

To me it ever must remhin 
The fairest spot in all the earth. 

I’ve traversed wide from pole to pole^ 

The prairies of the far, far wesfr; 

The silent Pampas of the south ; * 

Have climbed the Andes’ towering crest; 

The summits of the rocky peaks. 

Beyond Ae broad A^antic swell; 

The snow-capt mountain steeps that guard 
The birth>]jlace of the patriot Tell 5 
Reposed, luxuriously, beneath 
The skies of sunny Italy; 

Amid the vines of beauteous France, 

Cradle of far-f^ed <duvalry; 

The verdure of that fairy land, 

* Where the sweet flow’rets never fade; 
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Beneath.tlie lofty forest boughs, 

Where the huge Selva spreads her shade. 
« 

• « 

Have steered my lonely bark around 

Isles of the ocean far away; 

The icy barriers of the north, 

Wher§ winter holds perpetual sway. 
Have breathed awhile the sweet pftrfumes 
That waft upon the Indian wave 5 
The odours of the ^)icy groves, 

.Where the Arabian waters lave. 

The temples of the gorgeous East, 

Egypt, with ancient pyramid. 

The olive yards of the Levant, 

Spain, rich in legends of thy Cid, 

The sacred plains of Palestine, 

The highways of the wilderness. 

The date-clad shores •f Barbary, 

Sahara and thine oases. 

Have trodden o’er,—^yet othbr lands, 
Whate’er their joys, I envy not; 
Wjiate’er thy faults I love thee still,” 
Dear Albion—my native spot. 

Thy chalky cliffs, thy verdant meads. 
Thy gentle slopes, and lovely dells. 
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Thy rural scenes^ and vane-tipped spires^ 
The music of thy village bells^ 

The ^thousand warblers of thy glades^ 

Thy golden harvests ripe with grain> 

My father’s ivy covered cot^— 

When shall I greet ye all again ? 

My bosom yearns with fond desire 
To fill once more the old oak chair^' 

In chimney comer, high ensconced. 

To listen to the loved ones there. 

Land of the noble, bold, and free! 

My spirit longs to view thy shore. 

To tread thy much-loved soil again— 

But if I never see thee more,— 

. Long may thy navies ride supreme; 

TJiy banner wave o’er every sea; 

And thou thy nnssion still fulfil, 

Guardian of truth and liberty. 

« 

THE FUNERAL. 

(a fJKETCU.) 

’Tw^as hallowed ground, a consecrated spot; 
For in it lay in peace, the*ashes of 
Six hundred years or more, and ancient tombs. 
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And grave-stones^ worn away with lapse of time, 
Studded the scene. Here stood his monument. 
Who, in this busy world, played^no mean part; 
And by its side, the humble resting-place 
Of one, scarce known beyond his own fireside; 
While there, the high-railed vault enclosed within, 
A warrior’s, or a statesman’s dust, with full 
Inscription of his worth and noble deeds. 

That won him fair renown. Beneath this mound 
A rich man, and ’neath that a peasant lay; 

* Beyond, in tiny unpretending knolls, 

A row of infant graves—fit emblem these 
Of the uncertainty of human life. 

And all its griefs and joys—duration short. 

Or at the best, ephemeral and vain. 

Above, in solitary grandeur re||red, 

* The old church tower, begirt with ivy, strong 
And green, the clinging tendrils firmly fixed 
Into its lofty sides.* The antique dial. 

And vane-tipped spire—dimmed relics of the past. 
Reflected, with soft melancholy light. 

The rays of the* retiring sun. Deep>^toned 
And .slow, .the bell boomed forth its solemn knell; 
li was the. hour of sepidture, and I 
Remained spectator of the coming scene. 

f 
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Along the gravell’d walk^ marched pensively 
The undertaker, followed by the corse, 

Borne on men^s shoulders, with the mourners next. 
In funereal order, to the aisle ^ 

Appointed for reception of the dead; 

They were but two—an aged pair—and wept 
An only daughter, snatched away by death, 

In life’s bright summer. She had been to them 
The light of their declining years,—^the last 
Loved link that bound them to this^ower-world. 
In infancy, her childish prattle ofl 
Beguiled the long and dreary winter’s eve. 

And cheered their lowly cottage-home with smiles. 
When warmer sunlight, in the genial Spring, 
Danced o’er their little patch of ground, she • 
strew'ed 

Its beds with flowers, and twined the jessamine 
With fairy fingers, round the latticed pordh 
That graced their hnmble door. In growing years 
And bloom of womanhood, at hour of prayer. 
Morning and evening, she had read to them 
The fav’rite chapters, and the chosen hymns 
They loved so well; and when the Sabbath came. 
Guided their tottering steps, with zealous care. 
And rare solicitude, to God’s ow'n house. 
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In patient tenderness. Hers, too, the hand« 

That plied the household needle; in the morn. 
Lighted the cdttage fire, and through the day. 
With busy animation and f<jrethought. 

Prepared the fiomely meal; each tedious 
Domestic duty quietly performed,' 

Fondly anticipating every wish 

And want of her decrepit mother. Kind, 

Yet unobtrusive, was her daily walk 
And manner^—well she served her God 
Within her lowly station; piously 
She reverenced His name; and to the poor, 

Her neighbours, oft such well-timed aid supplied 
‘ Her slender means admitted of, and they 
, Were grateful, lovingly returned her love. 

And spake of her as one too good to dwell 
Long in this world of trial.—W^here the sick 
L^ hopeless, sad, and lingering, and racked ’ 

; In dying agonies, her footsteps went, 

! With many a dainty nicety prepared 
i IVith care, in skilful culinary art, 
j To lull the throbbing pain; or whispered words 
I Of comfort to the doubting, contrite heart,— ^ 
Angelic consolations o’er the bed 
! Of death,-—with little gentle arts and acts 



